Digitized  by  the  Internet  Archive 
in  2016 


https://archive.org/details/tunbridgewalksorOObake 


454  BAKER  (T.)  Tunbridge  Walks;  <?r,  the 
Yeoman  of  Kent,  a Comedy.  4to.  boards, 
2S.  6d.  1703 


*-«  4t 


-e.  ■a.y^  j 


I 


I 


I; 

t 


T unbridge-Walks 


OR,  THE 


Yeoman  of  %inu 


peoman  oE 


COMEDY. 


As  it  is  Adted  at  the 


TH  E ATR E ROYAL 

By  Her  Majefty’s  Servants. 

. By  the  Authour  of  the  Humour  o’  the  Age. 


B^identem  dicere  >oerum 

Quid  'Vetat  ? Horat. 


LONDON: 

Printed  for  U'ihtOtt,  at  the  Middle  Temfle-Gatti 

Fleeljlreet.  MDCCIII. 


To  the  Right  Honourable 

John  How,  Efq? 

■&c.  ' 

/ R, 

IMufI:  own,  that  ’tis  more  the  Refult 
of  Affe6Hon  than  Opinion,  makes  me 
lb  Solicitous  to  continue  the  Repu- 
tation of  this  Comedy,  by  putting  it  un- 
der the  Protedlion  of  a Patron,  whole 
Charabler  can  alone  be  both  it’s  Honour,, 
and  Defence. 

I was  loon  determin’d  there  to  OlFer 
it,  where  I cou’d  at  once  Satisfie  my 
Ambition,  Secure  my  Hopes,  and  Pay 
the  Gratitude  which  I Owe  as  an  Eng-- 

A 3 UJhman. ; 


^he  Dedication. 

lijhman ; for  ’tis  from  t^e  happy  Scene 
of  our  Affairs,  that  any  cm  think,  or 
be  Diverted  with  that  Eafc  the  Town 
was  pleaied  to  Ihew  at  the  Repreientation 
of  this  Play  the  Succefs  of  which  I 
truly  Afcribe  more  to  the  J'uftnels  of  the 
Adion,  and  Favour  of  the  Audience, 
than  either  T urn  of  Plot,  ’ or  Cor- 
re6lnefs  of  Style.  I am  lenlible  it  may 
want  Support,  therefore  I pfeflime  to 
Infcribe  your  Great  Name  in  the  Front, 
which  will  not  only  Defend,  but  Perpe- 
tuate it;  for  no  Age  will  ever  forget, 
how  Brave  an  Aflertor  of  England's  In- 
terefi:  and  Liberty  you  have  been  ; Neg- 
ledled  your  own  Eale  by  a conftant  At- 
tendance in  Parliament,  Oppos’d  all  the 
Grievances  that  often  Incroach’d  upon 
the  People,  and  rather  Ghofe  to  be  Di- 
ftinguilh’d  than  Dignify’d. 

’T was . you,  S I R,  That  kept  alive 
the  Warlike  Genius  of  the  Nation,  and 

was 
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was  the  chiefeft  Advocate  of  her  Bra- 
veft  Sons,  againft  Starving  and  Oppref- 
hon:  ’Twas  from  yonr  Care  and  Hu- 
manity in  Procuring  the  Support  of 
Half-Pay,  that  thofe  Gentlemen,  who- 
are  now  not  only  Defending  En^and^ 
but  Saving  Europe  ^ Sunk  not  un- 
der the  Milery  of.  Want,  and  the 
Envy  of  thofe  who  hated  fuch  Inimi-, 
table  Courage  ; but  how  agreeable . a. 
Theme  muft  it  be  to  Contemplate  the 
Happy  Change ; Such  a Soveraign,  So- 
Glorious  a Caufe,  and  our  Rewards  lb 
Honourably  and  Jnftly  Secur’d,  What 
may  we  not  Hope  from  En^ijh  Valour 
fo  Encourag’d,  when  we  have  feen  fuch 
Inftances  of  it’s  Eo*rce  in  fpight  of  all  v 
Depreffions? 

From  the  Succeifes  of  the  laft  Cam- 
paign, may  we  not  juftly  Expebl,  That 
in  After-Times,  the  Annals  of  this  Seven- 
teenth Century  will  begin  with  the  Fame 
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the  Fifteenth  Concluded ; and  when  Pa- 
rallels lhall  be  Drawn  of  the  Two  Glo- 
rious Female  Reigns , tho’  Eliza  was 
Numerous  in  her  Councils , ^nna  is 
Greater  in  her  Few.  That  1 Live  under 
theEafie  Happy  Influences  of  this  pre- 
fent  Miniftry,  of  which  You  are  a Prin- 
cipal Part,  is  my  Satisfadlion ; but  that 
you  will  Accept  this  Proof  of  my  Efteem, 
will  be  my  Lafting*  Honour,  in  giving 
me  Opportunity  to  tell  Ages  to  come, 
that  I am,  . 

SIR, 

Tour  mofi  HumhUy 

moft  Devoted, 

and  mojl  Obedient  Servant. 
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By  C.  W.  .Efq’, 


S hard  to  pleafe,  m fuch  a Carping  Age, 

I When  Criticks  with  fuch  Spleen,  Inveft  the  Stage  ; 
But  fuddain  Death’s  the  Fate  of  Modern  Plays, 

For  few  we  fee,  are  Born  to  Length  of  Days  i 
And  yet  the  Searchers  lay,  ’Tis  rarely  feen^ 

Amongft  the  Dead,  that  any^fell  by  Spleen ; 

Many  they  find,  were  by  the  Poets  flain. 

The  dull  Pretenders,  in  a Scribling  Vein, 

Set  up  for  Comedy,  with  little  Wit, 

Borrow  a Plot,  and  when  the  Play  is  Writ, 

They  leave  it  Starveing  in  an  empty  Pit. 

Your  better  Care,  has  caus’d  a better  Fate, 

Your  'feoman\  Life,  is  of  a longer  Date. 

It  Ihews  us  Humour,  and  an  eafe  'Plot, 

( Which  in  the  Plays  deceas’d,  was  oft  forgot ) 

No  Smutty.  Jefts,  but  Wit  without  Offence, 

( For  with  Ill-Manners,  Wit  grows  Impudence. ) 

You’re  not  to  Blame,  if  Envious  Foolswill  find 
Scandal,  and  Lewdnefs,  which  were  n’er  defign’d  : 

Your  Play  Inftrufts  us  too ; That  we  beware. 

That  Riches  are  not  made,  our  only  Care, 

Since  Wit  and  Breeding,  fcrve  to  gain  the  Fair. 


a 


TO 


T O T H E 

A U T H OR 

O F T H E 

Yeoman  of  KEN  IZ 


PErmit  my  Friendfhip,  my  Defefts  I Know, 

Nor  can  my  Senfe  give  your’s  the  Praifes  due  ; 

Yet  w.hen  both  Tongues  and  Pens  advance  your  Name,. 
Gan  a Friend  Offer  nothing  to  yoilr  Fame? 

The  Stage  her  Skill  and  Gratitude  has  fhown ; 

Eutfrom  the  Clofet  Springs  the  True  Renown^ 

Applaufe  is  Vain,*  which  A£tion  only  gives, 

’Tis  by  the  Reading  Part  a good  Play  lives ; 

Gr'mace,  or  Comtek  To^,  may  flalh  the  Ear, 

Solid  Wit  only  will  Infpeftion  bear- — < — > > 

The  Prefs  EftabliChes,  the  Poet’s  Cliarafter. 

With  how  much  Spirit,  Strengtli  and  Skill ' you  WritCj 
Such  eafie  Language,  ,fuch  Command  of  Wit ; 

With  fo  much  Sweetnefs  every  Speech  abounds. 

The  Humour  Heals,  wheje  e’re  the  Satyr  Wpunds. 

From  whence  can  all  this  Wit  and  Fancy  flow  ? y 
From  Nature — What  cou’d  your  green  Studiesknow,> 
Some  Toil  whole  Ages  for  what’s  Born  with  you. 

No  Time,  Records,  fince  Poetry  began, 

So  Ripe  a Genius  in  fo  Young  a Man. 

Apollo,  both  Surpriz’d  and  Pleafed,  looks  down ; • 

Go  on,'  fays  he.  The  Bays  thy  Temples  Crown, 

My  Youngeft, ' my  Renown’d,  my  Fav’rite  Son. 

Charles  Vaughan. 


AUTHOR 

OF  T.H  E 

Humour  of  the  AGE ; 

On  his  Play  Call’d, 

TUNBRIDGE-W  A L K S. 

4t 

— — — — — M - » — ■ . ■ ' 

By  an  unknown  Hand. 

1 !►— 

THen  we  may  hope  there  wiW  agen  appear. 
Humour- and  Wit  on  th’  Theatre, 

UnborrowM  from  the  French : For  to  our  Shame, 
Our  Comedy  of  late  from  Gallia  came  : 

Our  Heroes  learnt  from  theirs  the  Art  of  fighting, 
Our  Poets  too  have  mimick’d  theirs  in  writing ; 
And  by  Tranflation  ftrove  to  build  their  Fame, 
Barren  of  Mother-Wit,  and  of  Invention  Latae. 
But  you,  Aufpicious  Youth,  have  now  begun 
To  make  old  Englijh  Wit  in  Englijh  Channels  run,  . 
You  think  it  needlefs  over  Sea  to  roam, 

In  fearch  of  Knaves  and  Fools,  with  whom  w'e’re 
flock’d  at  home. 

Let  fuch  alone  feel  your  Poetick-Rage,  9 
And  as  you  fcourge  the  Vices  of  the  Age,  > 
Retrieve  the  drooping  Honour  of  the  Stage,  j 
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Spoken  by  ^vtTinhthman. 

YO  V dreA^ui  Sons  of  who  hither  iomty 

To  fright  fair  H^aitls  ih  Mdthy  and  Storm  their  Boom ; 
Tou  foft  Sirs,  who  itt  home  Indulge  jorn^  Bafe, 

And  hate  French  Bullets.  vi^Ji  thanVt^di  Diftafe', 

Tou  Courtiers,  who  in  Wit,  and  judgment  grow. 

Tor  where  the  Money  Ebbs,  the  Wit  {bou'd  Thw  ; 

And  you  Citts,  who  jb  brisk,  and  flumg  appear, 

Tatn'd  with  good  Qijefi-J/e,  and  Chriftmas  Cheer  \ ^ 

The  Poet  by  me.  Envoy,  here  to  Day, 

Welcomes  you  to  a p leaf  ant,  airy  Play: 

The  Comick  Writer  fill  Supports  our  St^e, 

We  live  by  the  Good-Nature  of  the  Jge, 

Let  others  be  with  Tragick  LawrePs  Crown'd, 

Where  andifurb'd  the  Hereie Jiruts  around, 

And  Empty  Boxes  Ettfo  to  the  Sound, 
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VUys  m for  Mirth^~f(rmsh  as  

Lfmv'd  FdHu»e*s  PtSgues  too  aftm  prove  t/rfad  j 

Debttj  judgment s ^ md  a BajI^  at 

Or  €ft4el  SmpJreJfeSf  rvh^  l.OT^eJ?oils  o*re  : ^ 

But  tho^  to  teaze  usy  more  fuch  Blades  comhim^ ' 

All  are  differs*  d with  HumttryWit,  and  limine*  » ■ 

Tbh  Night  our  Author  I ' 

^Mongfl  Crowds  o'*  Fools  at  Tuclb.ridge  his^  Scene  - 
Where  BeauSy  and  City  Wi'ves  in  Medly  contCy 
The  Brisk  Gallant  fupplies  the  fdusbmd*s  roomy  .,  , 

Whilf  hcy  Deary  harmlefs  Cuckdldy^packs  'Up  Gocrds  at  home* 
Some  Ploft  he  hdSy.  fome  Qonverfation  tooy\x^i 
Some  Charalfersfou^d  out^  he  thinks  are  ne'^y  . . ; 

But  with  what  Skill thef  re  DrawUy  he  leaves,  to  jdtK,  ^ 
A Nice  built  P%,  he  begs  you* I not  expeHy 
Toung  Poets  ha'Ve  the  Firey  Old  Authors  are  Correcl, 

To  Humour  chiefly y he^d  his  ^Genius^bendy  -.vvi - ^ 
'On  your  f udiciouf  Smiles  his  hopds  de.pend.y  ' 

And  as  he  fliU  Writes  vny  he'*ll  flrive  to  mend. 


OGUE. 
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By  ^ a Frmfdi  ^ 

; ■ '^'=;'u-‘i;lsDA7 

~ ■ I f.  (^jjw  k ii i 

Defiff  n’d.' OT 1 tJaeioGap 
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'A  2^  Tunbridge  niade.mj/frji^ 

Nor  ' have  I wore,  thefe  hrro${%^iufpes  m vaw^^ 
^ince  my  Red-Coat  has  h^lpt 

Who  has  ^ ( I thank  her)  brought  me  ^ -••‘ne^re  a Soufe^, 
The  Worlds s a CheatA^rnofl.Men  [Ai^ui^ld  affear^' 

And  fain  wotfd  feem  to  be ^ what  l^dfi  they  are. 

The  Out-fide*s  all^  Virtue's  an  ^ empty  Name^ 

That  Cloaks  the  fubtle  iCpave^  and  willing  Dame.^ 

Each  Rroflitut^y  wen'n  6ut  with  frequem  Sintting^  \ 
Woud  fill  ferfuade/ydr<\  tis"‘ her  Beginning. 

Amongjl  you  welhdrefs'd  fowdefd  SgdrkTthat  Sity 
The  Awful  Judges  of  the  PdeRs  Wit^  ’ 

Here'^s  Jorne  perhaps  my  CharaBet  wot^d  'Iiky  v 

Who  think  it  Safer^ ' here  at  home  td  fall 

By  Ladies  Eyes^  than  by  a Camon'o^Ed  . t: 

But  as  the^'^Pafnter.,  fo  the  Poet AtoO'y ' V 

What  jhoVd  be  hidj  Screens  from  too  Nice  a vhw  \ 

And  hhen  fome  Stroak-Sihaiue.phe,  QeJ^n.expyfJlj  / 

Chufes  to  '^aw  a Shadow  o^re  the  ref. 

■'  Da  v':  n / i 


* a. 


^ramatisi 


tv oodcoek^  • i 2 x ^ v ' Mr. 

- ^A  Nice-Fellow,  thau 

MaideHy  ’"'V  Va'loes  himfelf  upon>  Mv.Bullock.  * 

Effeminacies,  J> 

M E N.  ■ 


■ ■ : Daughter  to  Woodcock,  Mrs.  Rogers. 

VSifter  to  Rej/eard,  a") 

• Riiiliog,  Mimicking S Mrs.  Ferkrufoen. 


Betntda, 

Hill, Aria,, 

T>  ; ^ . JHer  Neice.an  Herolckl  . , ^ ^ 

Pemlofe,  \ Trapes,  - j- .Mrs.  Mwr. 

Lucy,  Maid  tp  Hilhrh.  Mrs.  I-«r4/. 

Singers,  Dancers,  and  other  Attendants. 

The  SCENE,  TUNBRIDGE. 

Time,  Twelve  Hours. 


Cttttb?ii)0e4^alks;  t 

OR,  THE 

Yeoman  of  Kent. 


ACT  I.  SCENE  1,. 

-A  Common  Room  in  a Lodging-Houfe. 

Reynard  md  Loveworth  meeting. 

Lov.''Y^'~^Rmk  Reptard! 

Rey.  Ned  hovemrth  ! Slave  to  -London^  and  Dar-‘ 
W ^ ling  of  the  fair  Sex,  left  his  Miftrefs,  his  Bottle, 
and  his  Friend,  to  vifit  the  Country. 

Lev.  To  the  Pleafures  of  the  Town  I own  my  felf  devoted, 
but  London  now  is  a perfect  Solitude,  Bufinefs  and  Diverfion 

have  difpers’d  every  Body Lawyers  are  gone  their  Circuits 

to  plague  the  poor  Country  People — — Tradefmen  to  Cheat  at 
Fairs — Courtiers  to  avoid  their  Creditors, and  Younger  Brothers 
to  Spunge  a Month  with  their  Relations ; no  Plays,  no  Park,  no 
Ifltreagues,  not  a Cully  left  to  keep  Wenching  in  Countenance  ; 
&>  that  the  poor  Women  o’  the  Town  are  forc’d  to  live  virtu- 

B oufly 


2 Tunbridge-W’alks : Or, 

oufly  in  fpight  of  Nature  ; But  Tunbridge  I fuppofe  is  theSeat 
of  Pleafure ; Prithee,  what  Company  does  the  Place  afford  ? 

Rey.  l.ike  moft  publick  Affemblies,  a Medly  of  all  forts,  Fops 
majeftick  and  diminutive,  from  the  long  flaxen  Wig  with  a 
fplendid  Equipage,  to  the  Merchant’s  Spruce  Prentice  that’s 
always  miglity  neat  about  the  Legs ; Squires  come  to  Court 
■‘bme  fine  Town- Lady,  and  Town-Sparks  to  pick  up  a Ruffet- 
Gown  ; for  the  Women  here  arc  wild  Country- Ladies,  with 
ruddy  Cheeks  like  a b’cwV-Orange,  that  gape,  Itare,  fcamper, 
and  are  brought  hither  to  be  Difciplin’d  ; Fat  City-Ladies 
with  tawdry  A tlaffes,  in  Defiance  of  the  A£l:  of  Parliament ; 
andjlender  Court-L.adies,  with  French  ScsLrffs,  French  Aprons, 
French  Night-Cloaths,  and  French  Complexions. 

Lcrv.  But  what  are  the  chief  Diverfions  here  ? ’ 

Rey.  Each  to  his  Inclination Beaus  Raffle  and  Dance — 

Citts  play  at  Nine-Pins,  Bowls,  and  Backgammon — - Rakes, 
fcoure  the  Walks,  Bully  the  Shop-keepers,  and  beat  the.  Fid- 
lers — Men  of  Wit  rally  over  Claret,  and  Fools  get  to  the  Royal. 
Oak  Lottery,  where  you  may  lofe  Fifty  Guinea’s  in  a Moment, 
have  a Crown  return’diyou  for  Coach-hire,.,  a Glafs  of  Wine, 
and  a hearty  Wellcome In  fhort,  ’tis  a Place  wholly  dedi- 

cated to  Freedom,  no  Diftinftion,  either  of  Quality  or  Eftate, 
but  ev’ry  Man  that  appears  well  Converfes  with  the  beft. 

Lov.  But  who  is  the  top  Beauty  of  the  iVells,  the  grand 
Toft  of  the-Men,  and  Envy  of  the  Women? 

Rey.  Ev’ry  one  wou’d  be  fo  ; But  your  old  Miftrefs  Hillaria 
ftill  bears  the  Crotvd ; her  Wit  and  Beauty  fupport  each  other, 
and  her  Drefs  and  Converfation  are  ev’ry  Day  fo  prettily  vary’d, 
fhe  always  appears  new  r The  Women  love  her  Company,  but 
hate  her  Pow’r,  and  the  Beaus  flutter  about  her  in  all  the  aier)* 
Poftures  of  French  Gallantry,  whom  ftle  ftill  keeps  off  with 
her  eafie  Raillery,  and  not  one  dares  engage  her. 

Lov.  It  (he  has  fo  many  new  Sparks,  fhe’ll  look  but  coldly 
on  an  old  Pretender ; but  if  fhe’s  fo  fevere  upon  the  Beaus,  I 
wonder  they  don’t  appear  Dafli’d,  and  retire. 

Rey.  Not  at  all ; becaufe  their  Vanity  conftrues  every  thing 

to 
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to  their  own  Advantage ; and  they  take  Raillery  frpm  a Lady 
to  be  as  great  a rnark  of  Efteem,  as  they  tliink  a Lampoon  is 

of  being  confiderable  enough  to  be  taken  notice  of ■!  always 

obferve,  That  Men  of  the  greatefl  Senfe  are  moft  doubtful  of 
their  own  Merit ; but  a Fool,  that  has  Aflurance  enough  to 
fupporthis  Folly,  thinks  he  has  Wit  enough  to  carry  him  thro’ 
the  World — But  Iiere  comes  o\A  Woodcock,  the  Yeoman 
that’s  half  Farmer,  and  half  Gentleman;  his  Horfes  go  to  Plow 
all  the  Week,  and  are  put  into  the  Coach  o' Sunday ; he  has 
brought  his  Daughter  hither,  a Lady  ev’ry  way  agreeable  ; 
but  her  Father  is  fo  great  a Humorift,  that  notwithftanding  he 
allows  her  all  the  Gaiety  of  Body,  he  obliges  her  to  the  Ancient 
Cuflom  of  wearing  a High*Crown»Hat ; to  her  I intend  ray 
Addrefles,  but  would  firm  Sound  his  Inclinations  ; for  when 
an  old  F.ellow  knows  he  has  a handfome  Daughter,  and  can  give 
her  a good  Fortune,  he  is  generally  very  capricious  in  the  dif- 
pofing  of  her. 

Enter  Woodcock. 

Good  morrow,  Mr.  Woodcock ; you  are  exercifing  your  felf  after 
the  Waters,  I fee. 

Woodc.  You  are  miftaken  Mr.  'Key»ard-,vfQ  Country  Gentle^ 
men  live  honeftly,  and  have  no  occafion  to  fcoure  our  Veflels. 

Lov.  But  Waters, Sir,  have  another  Virtue;  they 

help  the  Underftanding,  and  quicken  the  Wit,  and  that,  you 
Country  Gentlemen,  may  have  occafion  for. 

Woodc.  When  I find.  Sir,  they  have  had  a better  effeft  upon 

you  Londiners,  perhaps  I may  try  ’em Look  you,  Gentle- 

merf,  we  in  the  Country  don’t  pretend  to  Raillery ; If  wc  have 
Wit  enough  to  keep  our  Chickens  from  the  Kites,  and  our 
Wives,  and  Daughters,  from  you  ravenous  Town-Sparks,  we 
neither  Envy  your  flafhy  Air,  nor  defirc  to  be  thought  Wea- 
thercocks. 

Rey.  But  they  fay.  Sir,  you  are  blefi:  in  a Daughter,  that’s 
JBeauteous  to  Admiration, . your  only  Child,  and  Heirefs  to 

B z your 
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your  Eftate ; and  notwithftanding  your  Averfionto  the  Town^. 
I fuppofe  you’  defign  her  for  fomc  very  fine  Gentleman. 

Woodc.  No,  no,  Mr. ; Your  Modern  fine  Gentleman 
is  too  much  z Netrcijfus  to  value  a Wife;  he  Marries  only  to . 
repair  his  Eftate,  never  appears  abroad  with  her  after  the  firft: 
Month,  nor  Lies  with  her  but  in  Lent,  for  Mortification — 
the  Prodigal  Citt  too  takes  a Wife  only  for  Conveniency  to 
look  after  hisShop,  while  he  goes  a Stock  Jobbing ; grows  Jea- 
'loLis  from  his  own  Imperfeftions,  Swears  ftae  keeps  Company  ,' 
with  my  Lord  fuch  aone.  Sues  oat  a Divorce  right  or  wrong, , 
and  turns  her  out  of  Doors;  then  Spends  her  Fortune  upori^! 
fome  Covent-Garden  Mifs,  and  like  the  reft  of  your  Whoring 
Citizens,  pretends  he’s  J’tyfichy,  and  is  forc’d  to  lie,;  out  of 

Town  ev’ry  Night No  Londiner  fhall  • either-  ruin  my 

Daughter,  or  waft  my  Eftate— ^If  he  be  a Gamefter  Ms  rat- 
tl’d away  in  two  Nights — If  a lewd  FelloW) ’tis  divided  into 
Settlements — If  a Nice  Fop,  then 'my  Cherry r.Trees  are  cut 
down  to  make  Terras-Walks,  my  Ancient  Mannor-Houfe, 
that’s  noted  for  good  Eating,  demolifli’d  to.  Build  up  a Modern 
Kickfhaw,  like  my  Lord  CourtaW^,  Seat  about  a Mile  off, 
"vrith  Safhes,  Pi£lures,  and  China-,  but;  never  any  ViTuals 
dreft  in  the  Houfe,  for  fear  the  Smoak  of  the  Chimny  fhould 
Sully  the  Nice  Furniture — Look  ye,  Mr.  Reynard,  The  Wood- 
iotks  oi  Kjnt  are  an  AncientTamily,  and  were  the  firft  that 
oppos’d  William  the  Conquerour ; therefore  I’lehave  my  Name- 
kept  up ; and  to  Marry  my  Daughter  to  a Beau,  with  Spindle 
Shanks,  a fmall  Shape,  and  along  meagre  Face,  I’m  fureis’nt 
the.  way  to  encreafe  her  Family.  - ' ■ 

Rey:  So  that  inftead  of  providing  her  a Gentleman,  you’d 
Sacrifice,  her  to  a Brute  ; w-lio  has  neither  Manners  enough  to 
be  thought  Rational,  Education  enough  for  a Juftice- of  Peace, 
nor  Wit  enough  todiftingui'fh;ftae  CoHverfation  from  the  yelp- 
ing of  Dogs:,  Hunts  all  the  Morning,  Topes  all  the  Afternoorr, 
and  then  goes  lovingly  Drunk  Bed  to  this  Wife.. 

Woodc.  And  pray,  what  are  your  Town  Diverfions  ? 

To  hear  a pavcel  of. Ititltan  Euuuehs-,  iike  lo  many  Cats,  fquawH. 

out. 
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our  fomewliat  you  don’t  undeiTtand The  Song  of  my  Lady’s 

Birth-Day,  by  an  honeft  Farmer,  and  a merry  Jig  by  a Coun'- 
try-Wench  that  has  Humour  in  her  Buttocks,  is  worth  Forty 
.on’t;  Your  Ptays,  your  Park,  and  all  your  Town  Diverfions 
together,  don’t  afford  half  fo  fubftantial  a Joy  as  going  home 
throughly  wet  and  dirty  after  a fatiguing  Fox  Chace,  and 
Shifting  one’s  felfby  a good  Fire Neither  are  we  Coun- 

try-Gentlemen fuch  Ninnies  as  you  make  us ; we  have  good  E- 
ftates,  therefore  want  not  the  Knavery,  and  Cunning  of  the 
Town ; but  we  are  Loyal  SubjeQs,  true  Friends,  and  never  fcru- 
ple  to  take  our  Bottle,  becaufe  we  are  guilty  of  nothing  which 
we  are  afraid  of  difcovering  in  our  Cups — Tor  fuch  a Man 
Tde  marry  my  Daughter  ; One  who  has  Humanity  enough  to 
know  how  toufea  Woman  well,  and  loves  the  Country  well 
enough  to  live  in’t,  and  manage  his  Eftate  himfelf,  without 
trufting  it  to  a rafcally  Steward,  who  will  ruin  my  Family  to 
raife  his  own. 

Lov.  But,  who  have  we  here  ? 

Enter  Squib. 

Rey.  Captain  Sij^uib?  ^ 

Squ,  Gentlemen,  I kifs  your  Footfteps; 

Lov.  But  how  now,  Squik  ? How  long  haft  tlaou  been  en- 
titled to  Scarlet  ? Prithee,  what  Regiment  has  the  Honour  of 
thy  Proteftion  ? 

, Squ.  Why  truly.  Gentlemen,  Finding  how  irrefiftable  a Red 
Coat  is  among  the  Ladies,  I have  lately  made  Intereft  to  be 
an  OiFcer  in  the  City  Train-Bands— —SfJhta  I march  through 
Cheapfide  on  a Training-Day,  How  the  Citizens  Wives  ftare 
after  me— — I'here’s  an  Air,  fays  one  ; There’s  a Face,  fays 
another ; There  are  Legs,  fays  a Third  j Sigh,  then  go  to  Bed, 
and  Cuckold  their  Husbands  by  the  Force  of  Imagination. 

Rey.  But  wou’dn’t  it  gain  you  more  Reputation,  Captain,  • 
to  make  a Campaigne?  There  you  might Yerve  your  Country, 
and  juftly  meric  the  Title  of  an  Officer.  - 

Squ 
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Squ.  No,  no,  Mr.  Reynard,  ’tis  only  for  your  fwarthy  ill 
look’d  Rogues  to  go  to  the  War ; we  Spruce  Officers  ftay  at 
home  to  guard  the  Ladies,  Fight  Mock-Sieges  upon  Bunhill, 
and  Storm  the  Outworks  of  a Ven’fon  Party  : Befides,  Sir,  I 
have  an  Ertate,  therefore  need  not  put  the  fair  Sex  into  Doubts, 
and  Fears,  by  hazarding  my  Perfon. 

Lov.  But  if  you  don’t  ferve  one  Compaign,  How  will  it  ap- 
pear to  the  World  you  are  a Man  of  Courage? 

Squ.  Tliat  Mr.  Loveworth  is  evident  enough  at  home ; For 
there’s  feldom  a day,  but  I have  occafion  to  draw  my  Sword 
either  in  the  Pit,  the  Side-Box,  or  fome  publick  Coffee-HouCe. 

Lev.  If  you  are  fo  defperate,  Captain,  People  will  be  afraid 
of  keeping  you  Company. 

Squ.  You  are  miftaken.  Sir;  Fme  one  of  the  well-bred  Offi- 
cers that  Challenge  no  Man ; and  if  any  Man  challenges  me, 
lajide.}  I fend  my  Lieutenant  to  meet  him — ^ — But  to  Ihow 
you  I have  Generofity  as  well  as  Courage,  I quarrell’d  yerter- 
day  with  a Gentleman  for  treading  on  my  Toe,  which  you 
know  is  an  unpardonable  Affront  in  this  honourable  Age  ; 
but  at  the  Interceflion  of  fome  particular  Friends,  Pardon 
begg’d,  and  a Supper  given,  I was  prevail’d  upon  to  put  it  up — 
Ha!  My  Yeoman  o’ fez;t,Honeft  Hop-Sack  and  Cherry-Tree, 
How  does  thy  handfome  Daughter,  what  think  you  of  me 
for  a Son-in-Law  ? , 

Woodc.  Thee — Doft  think  I’ll  marry  her  to  a Pot-Gun,  a 
Fop  Militia  Captain ; who,inftead  of  having  Courage  to  ftand 
an  Enemy,  flies  at  a Show’r  of  Rain  : She  fhould  fooner  hare 
a common  T rooper,  that’s  a Man  of  Mettle,  and  follow  tire 
Camp. 

Squ.  Very  blunt,  and  ill-bred  • like  a true  Country  Put,  that 
was  Conceiv’d  under  a Hedge',  Litter’d  in  a Barn,  and  brought 
up  in  a Hog-Stye — Look  you,  old  Gentleman,  If  your  Daugh- 
ter falls  in  Love  with  me,  as  ’tis  ten  to  one  but  ev’ry  Wo- 
man does  ; tell  her,  fhe  may  Sigh  her  felf  into  the  Green- 
Sicknefs,  Eat  Oatmeal,  Chalk,  Coals,  Candles,  and  die  o’ 
■the  Pip. 


Enter 
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Exter  Maiden. 

Mai.  Are  you  for  the  Walks,  Gentlemen  ? 

Rey.  Ay,  But  Mr.  Maiden,  You  are  very  late  to  Day,  the'  . 
Ladies  will  be  all  there  before  you. 

Mai.  Why  really.  Sir,  I us’d  to  be  drefs’d  fooner ; but  1 
have  been  mightily  out  of  Order  this  Morning  with  the  Va- 
pours, and  the  Chollick,  and  was  forc’d  to  flay  to  Eat  a little 
Chicken  Broth — Pray,  Gentlemen,  What  new  Company  have 
we  here  ? They  fay,  There’s  a world  of  Quality  come  down  ' 
this  Week. . 

Woodc.  Quality  ! What  then  ! They’ll  neither  furnifh  the  ■ 
Wells  with  more  Wit,  nor  more  Money. 

Mai.  But  the  Ladies,  Sir,  always  refpe£k  People  of  Rank — 
They  fay,  Mr.  Woodcock,  You  have  a fine  Daughter  to  difpofe 
of  here ; I defign  to  make  her  fome  Overtures.  ■ 

Woodc.  You — Thou  Effeminate  Coxcomb,  Doft  think  fhe’ll 
lilte  one  of  her  own  Sex — [_JJide.J  D’flife,  all  the  Fops  in  this 
Place  have  got  a Notion  of  my  Daughter ; I fhall  have  ’em 
Bait  her,  as  a parcel  of  Hounds  do  a young  Leveret.  I’ll  go 
find  her  out,  make  her  pack  up  her  Auls,  and  we’ll  be  gone 
to  morrow  Morning.  f Exit, 

Lov.  Prithee,  Frank,  Let’s  to  the  C^r-Houfe,  and  leave 
thefe  Fools  together- , 

Rey.  I’ll  ftep  but  to  my  Chamber,  and  follow  you  inlfant- 
ly.  differently . 

Squ.  Well,  Friend,  And  what  Accomplifhments  d’you  pre- 
tend to,  with  the  Ladies  ? 

Mai-  Why,  I can  Sing,  and  Dance,  and  play  upon  tht' 
Guittar;  make  Wax- work, and  Fillagree,  and  Paint  upon Glals.  ■ 
Befides,  I can  drefs  a Lady  up  a Head  upon  Occafion,  for  I 
was  put  Prentice  to  a Millener  once,  only  a Gentleman  took 
a fancy  to  me,  and  left  me  an  Eftate  ; but  that’s  no  Novelty,  . 
for  abundance  of  People  now-a-days  take  a fancy  to  a hand-  .- 
Ibme  young  Fellow. 

And 
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Squ.  And  wou’d  Sooth  the  Women  with  thefe  Fooleries? 
they  hate  a Nice  Fop,  that’sfo  much  an  Image  of  themfelves  ; 
and  lovea  robuft  Mafculine  Fellow,  that  will  kifs  ’em,  tumble 
’em,  and  towze  ’em  about. 

Mai.  IJfide.'}  Poor  filly  Creature ; Lard ; Does  he  think  fine 
Ladies  will  fuffer  themfelves'to  be  us’d  like  Oyfier  Women — 
Sir, I hope,  I hav’n’c  ftudy’d  the  Ladies  lo  long,  not  to  know 
how  to  Addrefs  ’em  •,  neither  have  I taken  fo  much  pains  to 
polifh  my  felf  to  be  rejefted  for  you:  Therefore  you  may 
give  your  felf  what  rough  Airs  you  pleafe,  and  yet  not  fucce’ed 
half  fo  well  as  thofe  that,  have  a little  more  Modefty. 

Sqa.  Modefty — Here’s  a Fellow  now Prithee,  What  does 

Modefty  fignifie  ? Did  it  ever  get  a Lover  a Maidenhead,  a 
Lawyer  a Caufe,  or  a Courtier  a Place — But  to  pretend  to 
Modefty  in  this  Age;  Why  the  Women  have  laid  it  afide  now, 
and  are  refolv’d,  A-la  niode  en  Frame,  to  appear  bare-neck’d, 
gallop  without  Stays,  drink  their  Bottle,  keep  Fellows,  and 
be  out  of  Countenance  at  nothing ; — Thank  Heav’n,  Mode- 
fty’s  an  Infamy  my  Family  can  ne’re  be  branded  with ; for 
all  my  Relations  from  the  beginning,  have  been  either  Pimps, 
Poets,  Attornies,  Projedors,  S^tock-Jobbers,  or  Cuftora-Houfe 
Officers — But  you  may  e’eirquit  your  Modefty,  your  Airs, 
and  your  Graces ; for  I refolve  to  ingrofs  all  the  Ladiesto  my 
felf ; and  if  you  dare  meddle  with  one — 

Mai.  D’  you  think  I won’t  talk  to ’em,  and  give  ’em  Sweet- 
Meats  ? _ 

Squ.  That  I grant  you  ; But  if  you  offer  Love  to  any  thing 
that’s  under  Fifty,  above  the  degree  of  a Chamber-Maid,  and 
has  a Nofe  on  her  Face,  I’le  cut  your  'Fhroat~^{_Aftde.1 1 may 
Heftor  this  Fellow  without  danger. 

' Mai.  As  to  that  matter.  Captain,  we  ffiall  never  quarrel ; 
For  if  1 can  Raffle  with  the  Ladies,  Dance  with  them,  and 
Walk  with  ’em  in  publick,  I never  defire  any  private  Love- 
favours  from  ’em.  ■ 

iiqu.  Nay,  Then  gi’  me  thy  Hand,  thus  w'e  agree  the  Point, 
and  will  allift  each  other.  I’ll  recommend  you  for  a Partner 

in 
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in  Dancing ; you  Oiall  commend  me  for  a Lover  to  wait  on 
’em  home. 

■Mai.  With  all  my  Heart. 

S'qu.  Come  along,  Frigid.  ZExit. 

• Mai.  Lard,  What  rude  Monfter  is-  this  ? Sure  fomfething 
that  .come  out’-of  the  Bear-Garden ! But  I’me  glad  we  are 
FKends ; for  if  he  had  drawn  his  Sword,  I fliou’d  ha’  fwoun- 
_ded  away.'  ' • - , CEat/L 

Enter  Hillaria,  and  Lucy. 

Hill.  Lucj/y  See  if  the  Ladles  are  ready  for  the  Walks,  and 
order  a Coach  to  the  Door — -Well,  TXmTunbridge  is  the  Joy. 
of  my  Life ; fuch  Treating,  Dancing,  Serenading,  Raffling, 
and  Scandal,  I cou’d  die  here- — But  let  me  fee,  what  new  Ac- 
quaintance have  I made  here — • There’s  Mrs.  Goodfellow  that 
makes  fo  many  great  Suppers,  1 cou’d  like  her,  but  fhe  Drinks 
fo  prodigioufly  hard,  I can  never  hold  out  with  her — Lady 
Bubble  that’s  perpetually  at  Cards, -and  always  Lofes,  lends  dne 
Money,  and  has  never  Aflurance  to  a'Skfor’t  again,  I’ll  be  inti- 
mate there-*— 7- Mrs.  Smallmrey  the  Tradefman’s  Wife  in  the 
•City;  there  I cp  have  things  upon  Credit ; and  tlten  Belinda, 
the  Lady  that  lives  m Kjnty  I’ll  be  very  great  with  Iter,  {he’ll 
Invite  me  down  for 'a  whole  Summer — 1 finddvery  now  and 
then  I’me  forc’d  to  pack  together  fome  new  Intimates ; for  by 
that  time  I have  liv’d  a Year  upon  one  Set,  I run  ’em.  out  {b 
much  Money  in  treating  ihy.Vifiters,  keep  fuch  late  Hours, 
and  breed  many  Differences  in  their  Families,  they  are 
quite  tir’d  of  me.  • 

Enter  Reynard. 

Rey.  So,  Sifter  ; you  are  in  your  Airs,  I fee,  ready  for  the 
Company,  mighty  gay  andfplendid;  Prithee,  ho Wdoft  main- 
tain thy  felf  lo  well  without  a Fortune?  • 

. . f , 

■ C ^ /£'/.' ^Tho’ 
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H'tE.  Tho’f  wanta  Fortune,  Brother ; Yet  while  there  are 
Fools  that  have  Money,  and  I have  Wit  and  Aflurance  to 
manage  ’em.  I’ll  wear  the  belt  Cloaths,  Vifit  the  greateft 
Quality,  enjoy  every  DiveiTion,  and  Defpife  all  that  pretendi 
to  be  br'^er  rny  felf.  • ■ 

Rfj  IJut  he'v  d’you  infinuate  your  felf  to  the  World  ? 

4^  :r'Oil  Women  that  live  by  their  Wits  dp;.  I praile. 
e'/’;-y  To,  y to  tlicir  Face,  and  Mimick evry  Body  behind  their 
back  ; To  rl’.at  all  Court  my*  Favour,  becaufe  they  are  afraid 
ot  cc  r,g  abus’d -By  keeping  a World  of  Company,  ap- 

pearing in  all  publick  Places,  and  giving  rny  felf  a Liberty  of 
Railing, I have  acquir’d  the  Charaefer  ofa' Judge— — ^NoBo»- 
dy  dares  buy- a Suit  of  Cloaths  without  my  Advice,'for  what- 
ever I condemn  is  thought  uhgenteel ; and  half  the  Trades- 
men in  Town  make  me  Prefeats  to  promote ’em.  Cuftortiers — 
I make  Intereft  for  the  Players  o’Benefit  Nights,. fo  have  the- 
Liberty  of  the  Box- — ^ Now  and^  theh  introduce  a poor 
Poet  with  a Dedication,  to  go  Snaclts  in  the  Reward — - 1 
live  one  Month  with  this  Lady,  a Month  with  that,  Cheat 
at  Cards  for  Pocket-MoUey ; fo  make  fhift  to  rub  through, 
the  World- — -But,  how  d’  you  manage- your, felf,  Brother  ? 
’Tis  more  difficult  for  a Man  to  Spunge  a Maintenance  than  a ' 
Woman  ; to  be  treated,  prefented,  and  addrefs’d,  you  knovA 
is  the  Prerogative  of  our  Sex. 

Rey.  Like  a,  true  Town-Spark  ; One  day  at  Court,  and' the 
next  in  Jayl : I have  generally  fome  Money  at  command,  but 
foldom  any  more  at  a time  than  .what  I have  in  my  Pocket* 

Hill.  Why ‘truly.  Brother,  I believe  moft' of  you  Wits  do  - 
carry  your  whole  Stock  about  you.  . 

Rey.  I alw'ays  keep  Company  with  thofe  of  the  higlieft  Rank,  ' 
whom  I find  moflueafieto  be  bubbl’d : Now  and  then  perhaps 
I get  to  the  Groom-Porters,  and  lend  a Nobleman  Twenty 
Guinea’s  upon  a Puffi,  to  pay  me  Five  advance  the  next  Morn- 
ing ; and  Courtiers  punftually  difcharge  what 'they  lofe  at 
Gaming,  tho’  they  run  in  ev’ry  Body’s  Debt  for  Necefikries — 
But'  this  Cofirfe  of.Life,  Sider,  is  but  for  a Spurt ; we  muft 

• now 
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now  think  of  fettling  our  Condition;  Oiif  Family  you  know 
bears  no  common  Fame, and  our  Education  was  the  bell: ; but' 
our  Parents,  by  fupporting  the  Ancient,  Hofpitality, 

liv’d  beyond  their 'Ellate,  and  left  us  to  Traverfe  the 'Worl^ 
therefore,  whatever  Offers  you  have,  accept  nothing  below 
your  felf. . 

H///,*No,  Brother,  I have  a Soul  too  great  to  harbour  any.  , 
thing  tltat’s  mean ; and  if  my  Circumftances  wou’d  not  Coun- 
tenance my  Chara6fef,  before*I’de’ condefeend,  like  a decay’d 
Gentlewoman,  to  drefs  Heads,  make  Mantoes,  teaze  People 
with  my  Birth  and’  Education,  and  my  willingnefs  to  get  a 
Livelihood  in  an  honeft  way,.I’de  fcorh  tlie’World^  and  with 
an  undaunted  Spirit,  repeating  fonte  Heroick  Strain,  plunge  a 
Dagger,  and  fancy  rriy  lelf  an  Aflcefs  in  a Tragedy. 

Rey.  My  owti  Sifter  to  a Hair-^  But  let  this  Maxim  joyn 
your  noble  Spirit — Still  prelerve  your  'V  iftue  ; Foi  if  you  part 
•with  that,  you  drain  our  Blood,  Sind  render  your  felf 'below  e- 
very  Circumftance.  ' . • " 

HilL  You . kno\v,  Brother,  vve  are  all  Frail,  and  fometimes 
there’s  net  refifting  the  Charms  of  a well-drefs’d  Side-Box  Beau ; 
But  if  I Ihou’d  make  a Slip,  this  I’ll  promife  you,  to  keep  a 
good  Reputation,  and  th^’s  the  moft  fafliionable  Virtue* 

'Rey.  But  of  all  your  Lovers,  whom  are  you  moft  inclin’d 
to  Marry  ? — ^ There’s  my  Friepd  Lovemrih,  a Man  of  Sehfc 
and 'a  tolerable  Eftate.  • 

m.  Good.  • , ' 

. ■ Rey.  Then,  Captain  Squib,  with  a larger  Eftate,  but  a Fooh 
Hill.  Better. 

Rey.  And  then,  the  fine  Mr.  Maiden,  who  has  a very  great 
Eftate,-  and  is  a prodigious  Fool. 

FCil',  Beft  of  all.  . 

Key.  But  cou’d  you  love  a Fool,  Sifter  ? 

Hill.  Love  is  a ftupid  Paflio'n,  that  betrays  'the  weaknefs  of 
our  Minds  ; who  that  has  Reafon  wou’d  facrifice  the  Pride  of 
Life  to  a momentary  Joy  ? which  ev’n  in  the  Name  of  Mar- 
riages extinguilbfs ; but  a Man  that  wou’d  maintain  riie  in  all 

■ -C  2 uli« 
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the  Pomp  of  Quality,  to  out-fhine  the  Court,  and  be  the  Envy- 
of  the  vying  World,  I fwear,  were  he  Old,  Difeas’d,  Perverfej 
were  Re  any  thing,  I cou’d  Love  him,  Carefs  him,  and.dote  on- 
hkn  to  Death.  . ' , • , 

‘ Rey,  My  own  Sifter  agen — For  my  part,  I’me  fix’d  onBe- 
linAa,  the  Yeoman  of  KfnRs  Daughter,  and  havg  luckily, 
found  out  what  fort  of  Man  he’s  refolv’d'  to  Marry  her  to: 
ril  firft  folicite  the  Lady then,  contrive  how  to  win  or  de- 
ceive the  Father:  The  Cuftom  of  this"  Place  allows  our  Fa- 
miliarity without  being  fufpefted  for  Relations,  fo  that  we  may 

Subtily  commend  each  other ^To  day  we  -ftrike  our 

Fortunes,  for  in  fo*  great  a Cro\yd  of  Fools,  ’tis  hard;  if  we 
don’t  find  Ibrae  Qpportunity  to  Profit  by  our  Wits. . 

Thus  runs  the*  World,  one  half  the  other  Rules, ^ 

The  Wife  are  Workmen,  and  the  weak  are  Tools,C 
Hill.  BiTt  yet  the  Greateft  Wits  are  Women’s  Fools.  S 

• 

The  EndoftheFtTfiA^,.- 
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• * S C E N E,  ne  Walks.  -- 

Hiflaria  Belinda, 

-li  * • 

/f/'/.Y"  Wonder,  Belifidaj-  How  a reafonable  Soul,  and  a Ge-' 
. f nius  for  the  World  like  you,  .can  brook  a Country^- 
:-*-Life? 

Bei.  Cuftom,  makes  ev’cy  thing  familiar ; and  tho’ 

I-  hate  the  Country,  I endeavour  fo  much  Philofophy  to  be  ea- 
fieinit:  Indeed,  my  Father^  Intentions  of  fettling  me  tltere 
wou’d  try  the  utmoft  of  my  T emper. 

Hill.  But  I fuppofe  you  have  too  mucTi  of  a modern  Spirit  to 
let  his  Will  fway  your  Inclinations : Shou’d  any  old  Father  pre- 
tend to  Aflbciate.  me -where  I don’t  like,  I Ihou’d  plainly  defii  e 
him  to  leave'Doting,  or  march  into  the.  other  World ; But  fine 
my" Parents  were  the  civileft’ People ; for  after  they  had  liv’d 
fparingly  to  encreafe  my  Fortune,  found  they  grew  Old,  and  I 
began  to  grumblS^  they  made  their  Will,,  left  all  to  me,  ex-- 
cept  Fifty  Guinea’s  to  the  NoUcon-Preacher,  and  a few  chari- 
table Legacies  I ne’re  paid,  and  went  off  fo  fweetly,  without 
famuch  as  a Fit  of  Sickhefs  to  put  one  to  Charges,  and  keep 
one  in  Doubts.and  Feai;s.  . 

But  what  Wou’d  you  Advife  me  to  do,  H///<?m  f For 
my  Father  refolvesto  move  home  to  morrow  ; where  I fhall 
be  Coup’d  up  like  a Turtle-Dov.e,  that’s  Melancholy  without' 
a Mate ; and  have  not  the  leaft  Profpeft  of  any  other  Match 
than  what’s  firft  propos’d  to  him.. 

Hill,.  .Why,  faith,  e’en  take  the  Advantage  of  this  publiek  . 
phce ) Selea  one  that  looksjribft  like  aMen  of  Hpndur,  itrik«'  > 

up. 
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up.  the  Bargain  while  yoU  ftand  ftill  in  a C!buntry-Dance,  and 
be  to  him  out  o’  hand — What  .think  you.  of  Mr. 
Ilej/urd?  If  I who  havy  feen  fo  many  Men,  and  obferv’d 
fuch  Variety  of  Shapes,  from  Beau  May-Pele  to  Beau  Dapper^ 
may  judge  of  the  Sex,  I RejK/trd^s  a p.'’etty’Fel!ow. 

iieiL  Since  you  draw  me  into  a Confeffion,  HilCaria,  I muft 
own  tlie  fame  Opifiion’;  Mr.  Keyttard  was  my  Partner  at-the 
Btuh  laft  Year,  and  mention’d  a LJtve  there,  which  he  has  not 
iince  had  an  Opportunity  to  renew — — But  then,  my  Father; 
to  be  hated,  fum’d  out  of  Doors,  and  Difinlieritcd  ! 

Hill.  Never  fear  it Indeed,  when  a Woman  Difgraces  . 

her  Family  by  a’mean'Paffion,  aiid  runs  away  with  a Fidler, 
a Barber,  or  a.Taylor,  ’tis  fit  flic  fhou’d  be  Difcarded,  ajid 
joyn  in  her  Husband’s  Drudgery  all  day  for  a little  Love  at 
Night:  But  if  you  Marry  a Gentleman,  and  can  look  the 
World  i’  the  Face ; perhaps  the  old  Man’s  tefty  for  a Month ; 
but  then  you  put  on  a little  Hypocritical  Sorrow,  down  o’ 
•your  Knees,  tell  him ’you  are  forty  you  fliou’d  Carnalize 
w'ithout  his  Confent,  but  ’tis  what  can’t,  be  undone  now — 
Nature  Pleads,  the  old  FoolBleffes  you;  then’ come  Treats, 
feafls,  fine  Cloaths,  all  mighty  well,  and  not  a word  o’  the 
, Balcony. 

'Bell.  DtZY  HillitnA!  Let  me  intreat , your  Friendlhip  ; but 
you  engage  ev’ry  Body,  all  Court  you,  and  £tre  uneafie  with- 
out you  ; Prithee,  What  is  it  fo  ‘bewitches  ’em  ? ■ 

Hill.  Upon  thefe  Love-Occafions,  I am  ^miglitily  follow’d  i 
For  after  I have  perfuaded  a young  Lady  to  run  away  with  a 
handfome  Fellow,  I interceed  with  the  jOld  Folks,  and  recon- 
cile’em,  fo  that  I oblige  both  fides;  (jljide.j  And  often  get 

•a  good  Prefent  by  the  Bargain Then  Pgo'ple  ?re  fond  of  a 

. pretty  fleering,  Air  I have  got ; for  you  mull;  know,  this  Age 
is  mightily  addifted  to  Self-Love ; and  the  higher  Efteem 
People  have  of  their  own  Eerfeftions,  the  more  they  Defpife  ‘ 
others  : Thei'eforei-pleafe  this  Lady,  by  ra’iling  at  that;  and 
my  felf,  by  making  a Jefl:  of  the  whole  World  alternately — 
When  I’nie  at  Court,  I ridicule  the  City- Wives,  thofe  over- 

drefl’d 
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drefs’d  Creatures^  that  ftand  gapeing  fix  Hoars  at  a Shop-Door, 
and  the  Aldermen’s -Ladies,  who  By  their  Buik,  and- man!’'' 

Voice  are  taken  for  Hermaphrodites When  I'me  in  the 

City,  I laugh  at  the  Court-Ladies,  their  Garheing-Clubs,  and 
Intreagues  with  Player?,  wearing ‘D’O^rj  Stuff-Suits  for  wantpf 
Money  or  Credit  to  buy  better,  and  borrowing-.vjewels  o’ 
Birth-Nights;  and  when  I’me  among  People  of  true  Merit,  I 
makcajeft  of  both— To  particular  Families^  I recommend  my 
. felf  by  being  throughly  good  Plumour’d,  ahd  always  conforma- 
ble to  what’s  propos’d' — One  Lady  loves  hot  Tea,  another 

• cold  Tea ; I drink-  both— My-Lady  Jiggi^s  fpr  a Fidddle,  and 

a, Country-Dance,  foam' I Mrs.  loves  a Hackney- 

Coach,  fending  for  Fellows  out  o’  Chocolate-Honfes,  Coquet-  . 
ting  half  an-  Hour  in  a Mask,  and  make  the  Fopls  treat  us 

• without  fo  much  as  tliQ  Favour  .of  feeing  our  Faces;  Th<^*^ 

from  Ni^M-Houfe  to' Ww-Houfe- leaving  Letters,  tumbling 
Goods,  Buying  one  Chwa-Cup^  and  Stealing  half  a Dozen; 
A-nd_  at  my.  Lady . in  Ejpj;,  they  are  for  clambering~ 

over  Hedges,  Riding  in  Hay-Carts,  Hot- cockles,  and  Blind- 

Man’s  Buff 1 can  Romp  as  well  as  the  beft  of  them 

Then  I anv  mighty  happy,  in  keeping  a Secret  ; fo  that  if  a 
Merchant’s  Wife  has  a mind  to  make  merry  when  her  Huf-  ' 

band’s  out  of  Town,  to  be  fure  I’me  Tent  for -But  .here 

comes  the  He-^things. 

Exter  Reynard  Loveworth, 

Rej.  Your  Servant,  Ladies ; how  goes  Scandal  at  the 
to  day  ? What  fine  Lady  had  an  Intreagqe  laif  Night,  which 
the  reft  our.of  Envy  have  reported? 

HtU.  Rather,  Sir;  What  Intreagues  have  your  Vanities 
boafted  of,  which  neither  your  Perfons,  nor  Accomplifliraents, 
bad  force  to  gain  you?'  • . 

Lov.  Real  Intreagues,  Madam,  \ye  never  difcover  ; and  on- 
ly talk  of  Favours  in  oppofition  to  thofe  Ladies,  who  pretend 
to  a Crowd  of  Lovers,  and  yet  value  tbemfclves  in  having,  , 
.pow.’r  to  refift  ’em.alh 
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■ Bel,  A Woman,  Sir,  need  not  alTiime  much  Power  to  refift 
any  thing  fhe  fees  in  your  Sox.;  but  we  .can’t  blame  the  good 
• Opinion  you  have  of  your  felves,  when  we  confider  the  weak- 
nefs  of  your  Judgments. 

Rey.-  But  if  you  Ladies  did  not • defire  a Conquefi:,  Why  d’ 

. you  take  fuch  Paiiis  to  adorn  your  felves  ? What  are  your  high 
full  Rumps,but  to  make  you  follow’d?-^-— Youi' Fans  in  Win- 
ter, but  to  gi\ie  Ah's,  and  the  various  Difpofition  of  yo'ur  Curls, 

but  Baits  for  fo  many  Men  h ^Then  there’s  more  Policy  and 

Confultation  us’d- in  placing  your  Patches  to- Advantage,  than 
at  a Council  of  War>  -jn  the  difpofing  a whole  Arm*y; 

HiH.  Pray,  Mr.  Rejnad^  Let  fiot  your  Sex  pretend  to  Sa.ty- 
ri^e  the  Woihen,- ’till  you  ai:^  lefs  Foppifli,  and  affeebed  your 
felves.-: — What  are  your  light  Wigs,  curl’d  •beliind,  but  to 
hide’  your  found-Shouklers,  and  fet  off  your  'Wallnut  Com-  . 
plexions ; and  your  fine  Sword-knots,'  but  to  tie -the  Hilt  arid 

the  Scabbard  together But  the  furprizing  Joy  when  two 

Fops  meet  in  thc‘Side-Box-,  tho’  they  parted  but  two  Minutes 
before,  at  a Chocerlate-Houfe ; The  Side-Bow,  the  Embface.; 
and  the  fulfome  Trick  you,Men*have  got'  of  Kilfing  one  ano- 
ther. Then  down  you  fit,  and  obferve  the  Women — - She’s 
well  enough — - fays  one,  but  they  fay  fhe  'has  been  had — 
Mind  how  fhe  Ogles  us,  fays  t’  other,  .when  they  are  a hou- 
ple  of  wretched  hatchet  Fac’d  things,  that  are  .Phyfical  to  look 

at  ’em Tliep,  the  Tofs  o’  the  Head,  the  Ait's  o’  the  Snuff- 

Box,  and  the  Leer  at  an  Aftrefs  on  the  Stage  ; and  all  the  ridi- 
culous Aftions.of  a Monkey,  or  a Madman ; but -I  think, 
they  fay  moft  of  you  Beaus  are  craz’d  ; for  taking  fuch  a pro- 
digious deal  o’.SnufT,  it  open’d  yo.ur  Heads  fo  much,  the  Wind 
got.  in,  and  quite  tur-nid  your  Brains— - And  wheriany  Expref- 
fions  on  the  Stage,  are  fmart-upon  the  Side-Boxes,  how  you 
force  a Grin,  and  wou’d  fain  Laugh  2em  offi 

Rej,  Lfind,  Madam,  we  may  Truce  the  Debate,  a'nd  Unite 
.our  Forces;  for  I fee  Mt!.  Woodcock  coming  down  the. Hill, - 
-ihaFs  Satyrical  upoil  both  Sexes* 

• . ' Bel.  My 
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l^et.  My  Father,  DearH/7/4m;  Lets  avoid  him.  . 

'Rej.  We’ll  ftep  into  a Raffling-lhop,  Madam. 

{^Exeunt  Rey.  and,  Bell. 

Lov.  I fuppofe,  Madam^  by  this  time  you  are  pretty  v^ell 
tir’d  with  Fops,  and  Fiddles ; and  like  a Ship  tofs’d  by 
Winds  and  Waves,  may  be  glad  tofteer  into  the  Harbour  of 
Matrimony. 

Hill,  Good  Mr.  Lovemrth mention  Marriage  at  Tun- 
bridge ; ’tis  as  much  Laugh’d  at  as  Honefty  in  the  City ; This 
is  a Place  of  general  Addrefe,  all  Pleafure,  and  Liberty  ; and 
when  we  happen  to  lee  a Marry’d  Cbuple  dangle  together 
like  a Knife  and  a Fork , they  are  a Jeft  to  the  whole 
Walks. 

Lov.  But  Tunbridge^'  Madam,  ought  to  diftingulfh  Lovers, 
my  Services  bear  a longer  date,  and  therefore  Merit  more 
particular  Notice. 

Hill.  For  which  realbn  you  might  expefl:  ’em  flighted : Is 
there  any  thing  more  Icandalous  than  an  old  Lover  to  our 
Sex,  who  are  To  fond  of  Novelties?  But  if  after  all  your  Soli- 
citations, I were  inclin’d  to  Article  the  Matter,  you’d  find 
me  fomewhat  odd  in  my  Propofals.  For  in  the  firft  place, 
When  ever  I Marry,  I defign  to  have  it  a mighty  Secret, 
People  feldom  care  to  let  theWorld  know  they  have  play’d  the 
Fool ; neither  wou’d  my  Vanity  lofe  the  Serenades,the  Treats, 

and  Addrelies  a Angle  State  affords  me Then  I’me  for  a 

Man  in  fome  Bufinels,  that  I may  have  his  Company  at  night, 
and  yet  not  be  troubl’d  with  his  Impertinence  all  day ; for 
fore  nothing  is  fo  infipid  as  a Fop  Husband,  that  flays  at 
home  with  his  Wife,  takes  the  Air  with  his  Wife,  andftiows 
his  Fondnels  in  ev’ry  thing  but  what  He  fliou’d — Then  I re- 
Iblve  to  have  an  abfolute  Sway ; for,  I find  by  Experience,  no 
State,  either  publick  or  private,  profpers  fo  well  as  under  the 
Government  of  a Woman  j therefore  I forbid  all  Toafling 
Clubs,  where  you  drink  Profperity  to  your  MifttelTes,  and 
Confufion  to  your  Wives,  quarrel  about  the  Conflancy  of 
fome  common  Trull,  and  break  one  anothers  Heads  to  prove 

D ‘the 
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the  Etnpdnefs  of  your  Argument— — NoConverfation  witfi 
Wits,  where  you  muft  treat  half  the  Company  ; nor  Affo- 
ciating  with  Men  of  Quality,  where  you  are  fure  neither  to 

im'prove  your  Underftanding  nor  gain  a Friend Then  I’le 

always  be  Confulted  in  State- Affairs  ; for  ’tis  a mighty  Cre- 
dit to  our  Sex  to  have  an  Afcendant  over  them  that  Biafs 
the  whole  Nation—  And  cou’d  you,  Sir,  perform  all  this 
for  me  ? 

Lov.  All,  Ten  times  more  ; You  fliall  do  v^hat  you  pleafe,. 
govern  how  you  pleafe,  be  foie  Miftrefs  of  me,  your  felf,  and 
my  Eftate- 

Hill.  Then  let  me  tell  you,  I diffembl’d  all  this  while  on- 
ly to  try  your  Temper,  and  now  find  you  a down-right  Afs— 
What  1 Be  fubject  to  your  Wife  ; let  a Woman  rule  you 
Why,  the  meerieft  Coward  in  Nature  has  Courage  enough 
to  Domineer  over  his  Wife — I fee,  Sir,  you  are  not  for  my 
purpofe,  yet  Pie  give  you  this  Advice,  The  next  Lady  you 
Addrefs,  neither  Fawn,  nor  Flatter,  but  ufe  a generous  Court- 
lbip,.and  Affert  the  Prerogative  of  your  Sex  ; for  ’tis  thewoi  H: 
Air  you  can  have  with  us  to  be  found  any  ways  deficient  im 

S'  true  Man-like  Cha'rafter But  here  come  the  Canterbury 

Ladies,  Mrs.  Goodfellow,  that’s  as  big  as  the  Cathedral,  and 
enough  to  feorch  a Body  with  her  fiery  Complexion ; and  hek 
lean,  fcragged  Neice  Penelope,  that  fancies  her  felf  a mighty 
fine  Creature,  and  has  more  Fantaftick  Airs  than  the  Pcwte- 
ret’s  Wife  in  Bedlam. 

Enter  Mrs^  Goodfellow,.  Penelope, 

G'codf.  Dear  Hillaria,  I am  glad  we  ha’  met  you,  thefe 
Men  are  fo  troublefome  and  dull,  we  have  wanted  your 
Company  mightily  to  divert  us. 

Pen.  (ylftde.')  Thefe  old  Women  affeft  fo  much  Wifdoffi 
■it  defpifing  Lovers,  becaufe  they  are  Confcious  what’s  faid  to 

’em,  can’t  fe  in  earneft Methinks,  Madam,  ’tis  very  plea- 

fant 
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fant  to'have  the  Beaus  Buz  about  one,  Talk  to  one,  and  give 
one  Things ; it  Ihows  one’s  pretty. 

GcoJf.  You  are  young,  Neice,  and  love  to  be  flatter’d  ; 
when  you  come  to  my  years,  and  have  a true  Senfc  of  tiungs. 
your  Vanity  will  wear  off,  and  you’ll  find  more  fubftantiai 
Joys  in  a Bottle,  and  a She-Friend  ; For  my  part,  I never 
mind  the-  Men;  I have  Three  hundred  a Year,  and  am 
refolv’d  to  live  Angle,  and  enjoy  it  Therefore  I wou’d  ’nt 
have  Lovers  pretend  to  Conquer  me,  for  I come  out  of  /(.<?«/, 
and  the  Kjmifh  People  were  never  Conquer’d. 

Hill.  Truly,  Madam,  I agree  with  you;  I hate  the  Com- 
pany  of  Fellows,  where  Cuftom  forces  on  a Modefty  Nature 
never  meant  us ; There’s  nothing  like  a Club  of  our  own  Sex, 
where  we  can  be  Frank  and  Free,  Play  our  own  Pranks,  and 
Talk  our  own  Talk. 

Pen.  (Aftde.)  Wou’d  the  reft  of  our  Sex  were  of  their  Opi- 
nion, that  I might  have  all  the  Men  to  my  felf. 

Goodj.  But  pray  tell  us,  Hillaria,  Who  have  you  feen  this 
morning? 

Hill.  The  ufual  Crowd Sir  Tirefome  Crumflin^,  that 

old  affefted  Fop,  that  has  been  the  Jeft  of  the  place  thefe  fifty 
years ; and  the  reft  o’  the  Fools  that  take  pains  to  be  Laugh’d 
at,  cringing  after  a parcel  of  ftrange  Trollops  in  Callicoc 
Gowns — Well,  Thefe  late  Mournings  have  been  very  happy 
for  Women  of  no  Fortunes,  that  have  made  a good  figure 

in  an  old  Sheet  printed  black  and  white Then  comes  a 

knot  of  Ladles,  that  have  lately  Bubbl’d  their  Parents 
out  of  a Sum  of  Money  by  turning  Chrijlians,  according  to 
A£t  of  Parliament ; and  have  juft  as  much  Religion  as  fome 
of  our  Chrifiim  Ladies,  that  fpend  half  their  Church-time 

in  quarreling  for  Haffocks,  and  the  upper-end  of  a Pew 

But  then  to  fee  a fwarm  of  Mercers  and  Drapers  Wives, 
move  down  the  Walks,  like  a Sail  of  Ships,  that  are  known, 
to  be  the  worft  of  the  Company  by  being  the  fineft  drefs’d, 
with  Diamond  Ear-Rings,  Diamond  Necklaces,  and  a great 
Gold  Watch  as  big  as  a Warming-Pan  ; and  yet  thefe  City 

' . D 8 Tlua«.» 
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Tilings  are  lb  confounded  proud,  they  never  think  themfelves 
confiderable  enough  till  they  are  Ladies  too  ; a mighty  piece 
of  Honour  indeed  to  have  ones  Husband  a Knight,  and  no 
Gentlethan ; tho’  really  fome  of  our  Modern  Gentry  are  as 
ridiculous  on  the  other  fide,  by-  valuing  themfelves  upon 
their  Births , .when  they  have  no  Eftates  to  fupport  ’em ; 
keep  a Coach  when  they  can’t  afford  a Livery,  and  Starve 

themfelves  to  Feed  their  Horfes What  if  we  fit  dowpi 

here Mr.  Loveworth,  give  us  fome  Cc^ee. 

Lov.  With  all  my  heart,  Madam. 

Hill.  Oh  ! Here’s  Mr,  Maiden,  and  the  Mufick ; now  we 
fhall  have  a Performance. . [They  Sit^  Coffee  brought  i»^ 

Enter  M".  Maiden  with  Mufick. 

Maid.  Ladies,  I have  brought  a fine  Singer,  that  came 
down  laft  night  to  Entertain  you  with  a new  Compofure ; 
one  that’s  mightily  admir’di*#  the  Small-Coal  Mu[uk  Meetingi 

SONG. 

XWhilt  the  Sott£s  Performing^  Maidea-ufei  a Pan^a  Focht  Leohinglafs^ 

IF  moving  foftnefs  can  fubdue^ 

See,  Nymphs^  a Swain  more  foft  than  you: 

We  Patchy  and  we  Paint, 

M^e  ’re  Sick,  and  we  Faint, 

To  the  Vapours,  and  Spleen  we  pretend',. 

We  play  with  a Fan, 

We  Squeak,  and  we  Skream, 

We  ’re  Women,  meer  Women  P th’  end.. 

Tour  - Airs  we  defe. 

Tour  Beauty  deny,. 

Be  as  Gay,  and  as  Fine  as  you  can  ; 

Te  Nymphs,  have  a care. 

Be  more  Nice,  and  more  Fair, 

Or  your  Lovers  in  time  we  may  gain. 

(joodf.  Mrs. 
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Goodf.  Mr.  Maiden  is  the  moft  ufeful  Perfon  in  fucli  a pub- 
lick  Place,  and  diftinguilhes  himfelf  fo  obligingly  by  pro- 
moting ev’ry  Diverfion. 

MaL  Oh,  Madam,  I am-Mafter  of  the  Ceremonies  Iiere;- 
appoint  all  the  Dancing,  Summon  the  Ladies,  and  Manage 
the  Mufick;  tho’  .really,  thefe  Fidlers  are  fuch  a parcel  of 
idle,  fcoundrel  Fellows,  one  has  more  trouble  in  keeping 
’em  together,  than  Mv.Rich  has  in- governing  the  Drury.lane> 
Players.  . . 

tiilL  But  pray,  Mr.  Maiden^  How-d’  you.  pmploy  your  felf 
for  want  of  an  OSicc  ia  London? 

Mai.  Why,  Madam,  I never  keep  Company  with  lewd 
Rakes  that  go  to  the  nafty  Taverns,  talk  Smuttily,  and  get 
Fuddl’d,  but  Vifit  the  Ladies,  and  Drink  Tea,  and  Choco- 
late; They  think  me  the  beft  Creature ; for  they  Confult  me 
mightily  about  their  Drefs ; I tell  ’em  when  the  Sleeve’s 
rowl’d  too  high;  and  the  Gown-Pinn’d  fooflat ; fancy  their 
Knots,  and  iielp  ’6m  make  their  Patchwork ; and  they  call 

me  Mrs.  Betty Then,  I have  Chambers  at  the  Tempie^  and  - 

keep  a Levee,  and  a Vifiting-Day ; for  fince  the  Lawyers  are 
all  turn’d’  Poets,  and  have  taken  the  Garrets  in  Drury4ant^ 
none  but  Beaus  live  at  the  Temple  noW,  who  have  Sold  all  their 
Books,  Burnt  all  their  Writings, . and  furnifh’d  the  Rooms 
with  Lookinglafs  and  China. 

Lov.  But  if  you  neither  Read,  Study,  nor  Gonverfe  with  ' 
Men,  How  d’  you  employ  your  fuperfluous  hours  ? 

Mai.  Why,  Sir,  I can  Pickle  and  Preferve,  raile  Paftej 
and  make  all  my  own  Linnen ; Then  I love  mightily  to  go 
abroad  in  Women’s  Clothes  : I was  drefs’d  up  laft  Winter 
in  my  Lady  Fuffdek’s  Cherry-colour  Damask,  fat  a whole  Play 
in  the  Front-Seat  of  the.  Box,,  and  was  taken  for  a Dutch 
Woman  of  Quality. 

Enter  Woodcock. 

Woodc.  Sure  my  Country  is  the  Seat  of  Plagues — — Ac 
Canterbury  we  are  more  pefter’d  with.  Folks,  and  Pres. 
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hyt?rhns,  than  the  Egyftiatis  were  with  the  Frogs  and  Lice— - 
At  Matdjiom,  twice  a year,  we  have  the  Devourers  o’  the 
I.aw,  that  breed  a Famine  whcre-ever  they  come ; and  if  two 
or  three  JDozen  of  my  heft  Poultry  are  not  prefented  to  my 
Lord  JucJge,  I am  put  into  Commiflion,’  and  Plagu’d  with, 
all  the  S&lding  Controverfies  in  the  Parifh  ; and  Tunhidge 
here  is  the  Rendezvous  of  Coxcombs,  I have  wallc’d  this  hour 
and  hav’nt  met  one  fociable  Creature — So,  here’s  a blelTed 
Cabal ; when  the  Fops,  and  the  Women  get-together,  there’s 
generally  more  Noife,  Nonfence,  and  Impertinence,  thana- 
inongft  a knot  of  Lawyers  Clerks,  and  drunken  Whores  ia 
the  Middle-Box  of  the  Eighteen  Peny  Gallery. 

Hill.  But  I wonder  Mr.  Maiden,  How  you  Nice  Beaus,  that 
frequent  all  Affemblies,  avoid  mixing  with  the  ruder  fort  ? 

Mai.  Oh,  Madam  , We  that  areacquainted  with  the  Town, 
diftinguifh  People  by  their  Airs  ; there’s  as  much  -difference 
between  Men  of  Breeding,  and  Rakes,  as  betweea  a Lady’s 
fine  Shock,  and  an  ugly  Dutch  Maftiff — One  knows  a.Gen- 
tleman  by  a great  deal  of  good  Manners,  and  a chaff,  modeft 
look  that  may  be  truffed  in  a Lady’s  ‘Bed-Chamber ; and  a 
Rake  by  a dirty  double  Button-Coat,  a curfed  long  Sword, 
and  a damn’d  hi^  Facej  with  more  Impudence  than  the  Box- 
Keepers  that  are  always  teazing  Quality  for  Money. 

M^ood.  Approaching.']  And  pray,  Friend,  By  what  token 
d’  you  know  a Fool,  when  you  fee  him  ? 

Lov.  There  Mr.  Maiden  can  never  be  at  a lofs,  who  is  fo 
well  acquainted  with  a Lookinglafs. 

Woodc.  But  where  have  you  difpos’d  my  Daughter,  good 
, People.  y . 

Hill,  Toher  ownSitisfaftion,  I giicfs,  amidft  a Crowd  of 
Beaus,  Raffling,  Toying,  and  receiving  Prefents. 

Woodc.  Very  good;  And  pray  what  Favours  d’ you  Ladies 
allow  thefe  Beaus  in  return  of  their  fine  Prefents  ? 

Hill.  Why,  The  liberty  of  Talking,  Dancing,  or  a Game 
at  Cards ; and  if  we  happen  to  meet  Men  of  true  Wit,  perhaps 
we  may  be  Charm’d  into  Marriage. 
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PVood.Bnt  fhou’d  my  Daughter  fuffer  her  lelftobe  Corrup- 
ted by  any  of  your  London  Wits,  fhe  fhou’d  e’en  live  by 
the  Air  of  Covent-Gorden,  before  I’de  have  a Wit  inherit  my 
Efiate,  i’de  Stocitjobb  it  awayat  Jonathans,  lay  it  out  in 
Clcathing  a.  Regiment  where  I fliou’d  never  fee  a Groat 
on’t  agen,  or  fdl  it  for  a Place  at  Court,-  to  be  turn’d  out 
upon  the  next  Revolution. 

Hill.  What,  I warrant  you’d  match  her  to  a Country 
Juftice,  that  like  forne  of  our  modern  Commiffioners,  has 
no  more  Senfe  than  to  Commit  old  Women  for  Witch- 
craft, or  feme  blockheadly  Mayor  of  a Corporation,  with 

a Country  Mace  cany’d  before  him  like  a Chocolate  Mill 

Well,  You  old  Mon,  have  the  moft  unaccountable  reafons  for 
difpofing  your  Daughters ; One  marries  her  to  a Fool,  becaufe 
he’s  a-Kin  to  Quality ; Another  to  a Knave,  becaufe  he’sa  Man 
in  Vogue,  and  expeQs  Preferment;  a third  Superflitious 
Old  Rogue  gives  her  to  a Sot,  becaufe  he’s  a Sober  Per- 
fon,  takes  Short-hand,  and  belongs  to  the  fame  Congre- 
gation. I Wonder  what  Religion  "there  is  in  Love;  and  your 
Worfhip  for  fear  the  Sew  fliou’d  baulk  her  litter,  wou’d 
marry  your  Daughter  to  a Swine, — Oh  the ! joys  of  a Country 
life,  to  mind  one’s  Poultry,  and  one’s  Dairy,'  and  the  pret- 
ty bufinefs  of  milking  a Cow,  then,  the  foft  diverfioris  of 
riding  on  Horfeback,  or  going  to  a Bull-baiting,  and  the 
Charming  Converfation  of  high-Crown" Hats;  who  can  talk 
of  nothing  but  their  Hogs,  and  their  Husbands;  for 
fhamc  Mr.  Woodcock,  fince  you  have  an  Efiate,  you  fhou’d-- 
have  polifh’d  your  Family,  and  given  your  Daughter  a; 
Town  Education. 

Wood.  And  have  you.  Madam,  no  n ore  reverence  for 
rile  memory  of  your  Anceflors  than  to  prophane  a high- 
Crown-Hat,  that  token  of  Modeft'y,  and  Humility,  fo? 
fince  your-  fant'aftical  Geers  came  in  with  Wires,  Ribbons,, 
and  Laces,  and  your  Furbnlo’s,  with  300  Yards  in  a Gown. 
and  Pettiepat,  there  has  not  been  a good  Houfwife  in  tlifc 
Nation — Then  you’d  give  my  Daughter  a T®wn  Educa- 
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tion;  rietell  you  what  the  Education  of  a Town  Lady 
is — Firft  file’s  fent  to  a Dancing  School,  where  fhe’sled 
about  the  Room  by  a Smpoth-fac’d  Fellow,  Squeez’d  by 
the  Hand,  and  debauch’d  before  flie  comes  into  her  Teens  ; 
ric  be  Sworn  Dancing  Mafters,  Singing  Mafters,  and  fuch 
■followers  o’  the  Women^  make  greater  Havock  among 
Maidenheads  in  London,  than  the  Germans  did  among  the 
fine  Fiddles  at  the  Battle  of  Cremona — As  you  grow  up 
you  learn  to  be  very  Coquette,  and  are  taught,  the  Lan- 
guages that  you  may  Intreague  with  the  whole  World, 
and  inftead  of  rifing  early  to  infpeO:  your  Families,  you 
ftew  abed  till  Noon,  drefs  all  the  Afternoon,  go  to  Dinner- 
at  Night,  and  play  at  Cards  till  the  next  Morning : When 
you  have  gam’d  away  all  your  Mony,  you  take  your 
Cloaths  upon  Tick,  and  when  you  have  run  up  a hundred 
pounds  in  feveral  Tradefmen’s  books,  you  pretend  you  have 
Husbands  at  the  Eafl-Indies,  and  no  body  can  Arreft  you. 

H/7/.  Why,  Mr.  Woodcock,  you  are  perfeft  Scurrulous, 
I find,  the  Steely  . Soil  of  has  an  EffeQ:  upon  your 
Natures,  as  well  as  the  Waters;  but  I don’t  wonder  you 
fhoii’d  abufe  the  poor  Women,  when  with  that  Petitioning  Face 
you  think  you  have  Wit  enough  to  correft  Parliaments. 

Mai.  Indeed,  Madam  you  fay  right.  Spleen,  and  Ill-na- 
ture are  as  common  in  as  Apple-dumplins ; I won- 

der Sir,  you  Satyrs  like  the  reft  of  your  Brother  Monfters; 
hav’nt  a pair  of  Horns. 

Wood.  And  I wonder  you  Beaus,  like  the  reft  of  your 
Brother  Affes  hav’nt  a Tail. 

Enter  Squib  and  another  fighting,  People  interfofing.  Mai- 
den and  the  Women  Shriek,  and  run  to  a corner  of  the  Stage. 

All.  Nay,  Good  Captain,  you  fright  the  Ladies. 

Lov.  What’s  the  matter.  Captain  ! 

Squ.  An  Impudent  Dog  that  belongs  to  the  Laft  Will 
and  Teftament-Ofiice,  had  the  alfuranceto  boaft  of  favours 
ftom  my  Sempftrefs.  Woodc,  A 
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Wood.  A mighty  piece  of  Vanity  truly. 

Hill.  But  Mr.  Maiden,  What  makes  you  fo  tcrrifed  ^ 

Adai.  Why  really,  Madam,  I am  naturally  Appreiieulivc 
of  a naked  Sword  ; They  fay,  my  Mother  was  frighted  at  a. 
Quarrel,  when  Die  was  with  Child  o’ me. 

Woodc.  QJfide.)  So,  now  the  Walks  begin  to  Swarm- — 
What  are  thefe  Hops  good  for?  They  are  too  Lazy  to  Work, 
and  too  Cowardly  to  Fight — I’de  fain  have  Beaus,  Fidlers, 
D'ancing-Mafters,  Poets,  and  Players,  knockt  o’  the  Head  as 
.they  do  ufelefs  Puppies,  that  they  might  ’nt  over-run  the  Na- 
tion. ■,  _ [£jc/r. 

Hill.  Come,  Ladies,  the  Bell-Rings  to  Chapel,  Mrl  Love- 
rvorth,  I muft  not  force  you  thither  contrary  to  your  Inclina- 
tions ; but  Mr.  Maidenh  always  difpos’d  for  the  Ladies. 

Lov.  You,  Madam,  May  Command  me  any  where, 

, [_Pafhing  Maiden  apde. 

Maid.  Breeding.  ^Leads  Mrs,  Goodf. 

Good/.  Sweet  Mv.  Maiden.  fExeunt,  alMut  Squ'ih  and  Pen. 

Reynard  and  Beljnda  afpear  at  the  npper-ehd  of  the  Walks. 

Pen.  I wonder.  Captain,  You’ll  expofe  your  valuable  Life 
upon  fuch  frivolousQccafions : You  great  Commanders  fliou’d 
be  referv’d  for  more  worthy  Enterprizes. 

Squ.  Oh  ! 'Madam,  I am  always  a Champion  for  the  La- 
dies ; yet  I endeavour  to  fecure  my  own  Safety  : For  tho’  Va- 
lour be  neceffary  in  a Soldier,  mold  of  our  modern  Heroes' 
prefer  good  Conduft,  and  feldom  enter  upon  an  Engagement 
that  Surmifes  Danger  : And  really.  Madam,  When  I confi- 
der  the  prefent  Scarcity  of  good  Officers,  Fme  forc’d  to  curb 
the  unrulinefs  of  my  Paffion  out  of  a National  rhgard. 

Pen.  Sure  nothing  is  fo  Moving  as  an  Heroick  Spirit,  nor 
any  thing  fo  Becoming  as  Scarlet,  it  looks  fo  graceful,  and 
darts  fo  noble  a Luftre  on  the  Face. 

Squ.  And  yet  ev’ry  pert  Prig  with  a Patch,  and  a Cropt- 
Head  o’  Hair,  pretends  to  a Red-Coat  forfooth  ; Scarlet’s 
grotvn  fo  common,  now-a-days,  one  liardly  knows  a Colonel 
from  a Cofierfnonger, 
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Pen,  Well,  When  ever  I Marry,  I’me  refolved  to  have  an 
Officer  ; for  next  to  being  a Woman  of  Quality,  in  my  mind, 
nothing  Sounds  fo  great  as  the  Captain’s  Lady. 

Divine' Lady,  your  Hand. 

. Pen.  Noble  Sir,  you  have  it.  ' {Exeunt, 

Reynard  Belinda  corns  fowurd, 

Bel  I own  your  Merit,  Sir,  and  wou’d  not  Slight  your 
Love;  but  you  know  my  Father’s  Temper,  and  I am  fix’d, 
never  to  Marry  without  his  Confent : When  you  have  found ' 
a.  means  to  Court  his  Favour,  you  may  then  hope  for  mine. 

Rej.  Condu£l:,.,arid  Courage,  ev’ry  way  Pie  prove, 

Firft  try  by  Pray’rs,  and  Arguments  to  move, 

Then  Summon  ev’ry  Art,  and  Shape  of  Jove- 
Tho’  oft  repuls’d.  Love  ftill  the  Fight  maintains. 

And  for  each  Thought  we  glacjly  beat  our  Brains, 
When  the  Reward  fo  nobly  pays  the  Pains. 
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• ACT  m.  SCENE  I. 

Woodcock  and  Reynard. 

Ifoodc.'WN  love  with,  my  Daughter,  Ha,  ha,  ha,  Av  cry 
B good  Jeft  indeed. 

*1  Why  fliou’d  you  doubt  my  Paflion,  Mr. 

-A.  Woodcock^  have  I not  fliown  my  felf  a zealous 
Lover  ; follow’d  her  to  the  Bath,  thence  to  Tunbridge,  watch’d 
for  her.  Courted  her,  and  Relpeded  you. 

Wood.  ’Tis  true,  Mr.  Reynard,  I believe  you  have  a very 
'great  Affediou  for  my  Daughter,  I muft  applaud  your  Judg- 
ment, and  tell  you,  fhedeferves  your  Love.  AstoherPerfon, 
I can’t  fay  much ; but  Ihe’s  Heirefs  to  near  Six  thoufand  Acres 
of  Arrable  and  Pafture ; befides,  a good  Manfion-Houfe;  with 
Hop-Grounds,  Cherry-Gardens,  and  other  Appurtenances, 
fituate,  lying,  and  being  in  the  Parifh  of  Maidfione  in  the 
County  of  ^nt  ; and  if  a Woman  with  fuch  Charms  can 
wane  Followers  in  this  Fortune-Hunting  Age,  I am  deceiv’d. 

Rey.  I grant  you.  Sir,  an  Eftate  is  a comfortable  Conve- 
nience ; but  you  ought  not  to  prefer  a few  dirty  Acres  to  a 
Woman  of  Beauty. 

Wood.  What  fignifies  Beauty  without  Money  ? ’Tis  Money 
makes  the  Beauty-^  Tho’  a Woman  be  furprifingly  Witty, 
fair  to  a Miracle,  eafie,  and  unaffefted  ; She’s  thought  Dif- 
agreeable  without  Money.;  but  tho’  {he’s  Crooked,  Squints, 
Ill-Natur’d,  and  a meer  Changling,  fhe  muft  be  an  Angel, 
when  fhe’s  an  Alderman’s  Daughter,  and  has  Ten  thoulknd 
Pounds — We  plainly  fee  how  Beauty’s  valu’d  at  L,opaon  by  the 
Women  o’  the  Town,  who  are  forc’d  to  live  by  their  Faces. 
In  Term-time,  indeed,  they’ll  fqueeze  Half-a-C'rown ; after 
Tern  they  are  glad  of  Seven-Groats;  in  the  long  Vacation,-, 
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you  may  have  aFurbulo  for  a Tefter  ; and  your  poorWhoi*es 
that  ply  the  R(?y?-Fafrage,  have  fo  bad  a Trade,  they  can  fcarce 
afford  you  an  Anniverfary  clean  Smock — Beauty,  MrlR^jr. 

a Jeft,  I never  Marry’d  for’t  iny  fell Indeed,  I 

thoufrht  the  Woman  well  enough,  hut  if  her  Fortune  had’nc 

equaird  my  Eftate,  we  had  neVe  Pig’d  together 

Tho’  cou’d  I have  lik’d  her  better,  a Son  might  have  Inhe- 
rited my  Eftate;  for  I think  they  fay,  Girls  are  but  the  Pro- 
diiftorhalf  Inclination'. 

Rey.  Come,  come,  y\x.Woo!icovk^  ne’re  Difpute  the- mat^ 
ter,  i like  your  Daughter,  and  your  Daughter  likes  me ; his 
true,  Fortune  allotted' her  the  largefb  Share,  but  had  it  been 
my  Chance ; we  generous  Hearts  Marry  for  Lo^^e,  and  na?re, 
value  Money.  , . 

■ Woodc,  Not  value  Money Very  like,  If  It  were  not  for  / 

fuch  extravagant  Sparks  as  you,  that  want  a true,  Senfe  off 
Money,  we  fhou’d’nt  have  fo  much  Subfcription-Mufick,  nor 

fo  many  French  Buffoons  skipping  over  to  run  away  with  it ‘ 

Mr.  Rynard,  You  have  unluckily  difcover’d  your  felf,  and  I 
hope  now  you’ll  not  pretend  to  my  Daughtei*,  I fhall  hardly 

give  my  Eftate  to  one  that* don’t  know  the  worth  of  it 

But  I miftake,  noble,  Sir,  I’  fhou’d  Adntire  yonr  Philofopliy, 

the  Contempt  of  Money  fhows  fo  great  a Soul ’Twou’d 

be  happy  for  the  Nation,  iftevery  Country  cou’d  fumifli  fuch  .. 
worthy  Perfons  for  Affeffors,  Colfeffors,  and' Receiver’s  Ge-- 
eeral.  ’ 

Rsy.  That  a plain,  rough-hewn  Fellow  fhou’d  have  fuch 
profound^Knowledge — I ownher  Fortune  is  the  chiefeft  B^it— 
Yet  I Love  her  too,  but  howfliall  I convince  him  that  I Love 

licr-- — What'if  L feign  my  felf  Diftrafted It  fhall  befo 

That  may  not  only  move  Belief,  but  Pity — Itmuft  beLove, 
when  the JVlmd  reems  Difeas’d. 

# • 

Enter  Loyewortli. 

L>v.  Frank  Reynard  Contemplative ! WIiat  mighty  Fufihefs 

can  there  be.depending-that  Jhou’d  make  thee  thoughtful-^ 

Yonder 
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Tender  come  the  two  Fools,  Squib  and  Maiden,  you  know 
the  Oppofition  of  their  Tempers — Lets  fet  ’em  together  by 
thfe  Ears,  ’twill  make  Sport. 

Key.  Prithee,  Ned,  Enjoy  the  whole  Diverfion  thy  feif,  I 
have  greater  Matters  to  mind.  \_Exit, 

Lov.  Go  thy  ways  fora  Brainfick  Fellow,  Pox  o’  the  Wo- 
men, I fay,  this  damn’d  Love  fpoils  all  manner  of  Society. 

Enter  Squib.., 

Sqa.Me.  Loveivorth,  I beg  a multitude  of  Pardons,  Ifhou’d 
Rob  you  of  my  felf  fo  long  ; but  I have  been  earneftly  en- 
gag’d in  Mediating  a prodigious  Quarrel  between  two  Mem- 
bers of  the  Kit-Cat  Club  that  challeng’d  about  a Pun. 

Lev,  I find,  Captain,  You  are  the  Grand  Unipire  o’the 
Nation-- — - But,  I-wonder,  how  you  Ambitious  Officers  can 
reft  fatisfy’d  with  Trifling  away  your  time  at  Tunbridge,  v/hcn~ 
your  Affiftance  is  fo  mudi  wanted  in  Italy. 

Squ.  Indeed,  Mr.  Lovemrth,  when  I reflefl.how  much  my 
Prefaacewou’d  Encourage  the  whole  Army,  on  the  Confide- 
■ration  of  a good  Preferment,  „next  Campaigee  I may  oblige . 
the  Allies’;  but  you  muft  know,  Sir,  wq  Military  Gentlemen 
have  a mighty  tendernefs  for  oneanother’s  Fame,  and  I ffioU’d.' 
be  very  cautious  of  performing  any  thing  to  Eclipfe  my  very 

good  Friend  Prince  ‘Eugene But  Mr.  Leveworih,hiv&  comes 

Maiden,  prithee  Jets  teaze  him  a little -What  if  we  get  him 

to  the  .Tavern,  and  make  him  Drunk  ? 

With  all  my  heart.  ' 

-Maiden. 

They  lay,  Mr.  Maiden,  Ybu  are  in  the  Lampoon -that^  came- 
out  this  Morning,  for  having  an  Affair  with  Mrs.  Motion  yourr 
Lanlady’s  Chambermaid.  . ^ 

Mai.  That’s  an  Impudent  Report,  Mr.  Loveworth,  only 
to  Spoil  one’s  Reputation . among  the  Ladies,*  for  ’tis  weiiv 
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known  I have  more  Madefty,  and  never  lay  with  a Woman 
in  my  life,  ’ ^ 

Sg'w. -And  will  your  Virtue  gain  you  any  Credit  with  the 
Ladies,  you  filly  Toad  ; If  you  wou’d  Settle  an  Intereft  there, 

. you  muft  Swear  you  ha’  worry’d  half  the  Sex-;  but  thou  haft’nt 
Wit  enough  to  lubdue  any  thing  above  a Sempftrefs. 

Mai.  Lard ! What  fignifies  Wit  ? How  particular  a Wit 
wouM  look  at  Court  now-a-days ; Your  poor  fcoundrel  Wits 

are  forc’d  to  Cringe  to  us  Men  of  Figure ^I’me  to  have 

-a  Dedication  next  Winter : Well,  a Dedication  is  the  prettieft 
thing — To  fee  one’s  own  Name  in  tlie  Front  of  a Book>— 

To  the  Flonourable  Francis  Maiden  Elq; Then  to  have 

the  World  told  of  one’s  Airs,  and  Equipage,  and  the  Valour 
of  one’s  Anceftors—  You  may  talk  what  you  will  of  jour 
Wit  and  Senfe,  but  you’d  part  with  all  your  Qualifications  to' 
have  my  Complexion. 

Squ.  O Lord,  Complexion!  Who  the  Devil  minds  that? 
And  haft  thou  the  Aflurance  to  defpife  Men  of  Wit,  and  va- 
lue thy  felf  upon  thy  white  Gloves’,  thy  Honey-Water  Bottle, 

• and  thy  painted  Face  ? 

Mai.  Well,  Where  it  not  for  a little  Art,  one  fhou’diook  • 
like  other  people.  But  what  then,  ’tis  only  a Wafh  from 
the  Dove  m Salishury-Bary  Court,  which  all  the  Quality  ufe, 
and  tho’  I fay  it,  when  my  Face  is  fet  out  to  the  beft  Advan- 

■ tage,  it  has  given  many  a Lady  a Palpitation  at  the  Heart — 
But  you  know.  Captain,  We  have  agreed  not  to  quarrel : 

I hate  tefty  Folks,  when  I was  at  School,  I cou’d  never 
abide  the  Boys ; they  were  always  Rangling,  and  Fighting, 
but  I lov’d  mightily  to  play  with  the  Girls,  and  drefs  Babies, 
and  all  niy  Aequaintance  now  never  quarrel’d  in  their  lives. 

Lov.  No,  what  fort  of  people  are  they  good  now  ? 

■ Mai.  Oh ! The  beft  Creatures  in  the  World ; we  have 
fuch  Diverfion,  when  we  meet  together  at  my  Chambers, 

gre’s  Bcau6Vw/>ffr,  Beau  Rabbitjface,  Beau'  Eisherfex,  Co- 
Tli  Coachfole,  an*d  Count  Drivel,  that  fits  with  hisMouth 
lonel  prettieft  Company  at  a Bov/1  of  Virgin-Punch ; 

_ ‘ • we 
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w«  never  make  it  with' Rum  nor  Brandy — like  your  Sea  Cap- 
tains, but  two  Quarts  of  Mead  to  half  a pint  of  White 
Wine,  Lemon-Juice,  Burridge,  and  a little  Perfume ; Then 
we’ never  read  G'azets,  nor  talk  of  VenhzxiAVigo^  like  your 
CofFee-Houfe  Fellows;  but  play -with  Fans,  and  mimickthe 
Women,  Skream^  hold  up  your  TaUs^  make  Curjtes^,  and  call 

one  another.  Madam But  Mr.  Loveworth,  Are  you  for  the 

Dancing  at  SouMorrough  to  Night  ? I’me  going  to.be  all  new 
drefs’d. 

Lov,  Ay,  But  we  are  too*  Soon  yet ; lets  take  a Flask  firft 
at  the  Rummer. 

O Lard  I never  to  go  the  Tavern. 

S^u.  But  faith  you  lhall,  Mr.  Lovemrth,  lets  fbrce  him 
along. 

Mai.  O Lard  I fhall  be  Ravifh’d  ; Captain  you 'are  the 
'rudeft  Man,  as  I hope  to  be  Sav’d  I’le  call  out:  Well,  don’t 
tumble  a body  then,  and  I will  go,  but  I never  drink  any 
thing  but  Rhemjh  and  Sugar.  — ■ 

S.qu.  Dam  Rotgut  Rhenijh,  we’ll  have  Mrs.  Motion’s  health 
in  a Bumper  of  Barcelona. 

Mai.  Oh  1 She’s  a Bold  Pullet.  l_Exeuny. 

"Enter  Woodcock,  and  Belinda.  A Chair,  Woodcock  Sits, 

Woods.  Belinda,  Come  hither. 

Bel.  (^Aftde)  Now  Ihall  I be  ask’d,  a thoufand  more  Whim-  - 
fical  Crofs  Queftions,  than  a Bafhful  Witnefs,  by  an  I.mpu- 
pudent  Yelper  at  the 

Woods.  What  Notion  ha’  you  of  Mankind  ? 

Bel..  Notion,  Sir,  I think  of  ’em  as  the  reft  o’  my  Sex  do., 

Wood.  As  the  reft  of  her  Sex- do^- 1 never  knew  a Wo. - 

man  give  a direO:  Anfwer  in  my  Life ; but  if  I muft  ex- 
plain your  Meaning,  that’s  as  much  as  to  fay.  You  think,  of 
nothing  elfe — But  Pray,  Madam— If  1 may  be  fo  bold — 
What  mighty  Acquaintance, and  Intimacy — is  there  between 
Mr.  Regard  and  you 


Bel.  Mr. 
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Bel.  Mr,  Reymrd,  Sir,  No  more  than  what’s  General, 'I 
have  no  farther  Knowledge  of  him,  than  the  Freedona  of 
the  Place  allows. 

VVoodc.  The  Freedom  o’the  Place' Why  if  you' know 

.ns  much  of  him  as  the  Freedom  of  the  ’Place  allows.;  ’ you 
have  known  him  in  every  Senfe  ; And  Item^or  what  Lewdnefs 
is  there  this  Damn’d  Placedon’t  Countenance  — Look  yon 
Daughter,  I fmeil  your  Affeftions,  and  refolve  to  Spoil  the 
Intreague;  therefore  be  pleas’d  to  Bundle  up  your  Night- 
Cloths,  your  Patches,  Pomatum,  and  the  reft  of  your  Trum- 
pery ; for  pofitively  I’le  be  gone  to  Morrow — ^ — When  I 
think  it  Seafonable  for  you  to  Marry,  I’le  take  care  ro  pro- 
vide you  a Husband  my  felf. 

Fd?/..  But  T hope  Sir,  you’ll  not  enpyn  me  any  .Man  con- 
trary to  my  Inclinations. 

Woodc.  Your  Inclinations — ^^Perhaps  your  Inclinations  are  • 
to  half  the  Sex  ; I know  very  well  you  are  for  a Beau ; a 
•Flattering Coxcomb,  that  wou’dmake  you  believe  your  l^es 
are  a pair  of  Flambbys,  and  Cringe  to  you  with  Bits  of 
Love-Songs,  in  a Damn’d  Couuter-Tenor  Voice — (Singing) 
Then  prithee,  prithee  give  me  gentle  Boj — But  I {han’t  leave 
-my  'Eftate  to  a Periwig-Block;  And  fince  that  muft  defcend 
with  you,  I flaall  confult  my  own  Judgment,  and  not  your 
Inclinations.;  therefore  if  your  Ladyfhip  don’t  think  fit  to 
Marry  whom  I fllall  Aftign,  you  may  e’en  Fall:  ’till  your 
Stomach  comes  to  you  : I leave  you  to'  think  of  that,  and 
prepare  for  your  Journey.  [£jc/V. 

Bel.  What  Noife  and  Difcord  fordid  Intereft  breeds  ! 

Oh  ! That  I had  fhar’d  a le veil’d  State  of  Life, 

With  quiet  humble  Maids,  exempt  from  Pride, 

' And  Thoughts  of  Worldly  Drofs  that  marr  their  Joys, 

In  any  Sphere,  but  a Diftinguifh’d  Heirefs, 

To  raife  me  Envy,  and  Oppofe  my  Love. 

Fortune,  Fortune,  Why  did  you  give  me  Wealth  to  make 

me  wretched  ? • IWeeps. 

^ ; 

' E^Ur 
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Emr  Hillarla. 

HiB,  Belinda  in  TearS' Now  has  that  old  Rogue  been 

Plaguing  her — • Poor  Soul ! She  weeps  more  heartily  titan 
ever  I did,  when  I was  Whipt  for  Romping:  I find  People 
have  two  great  Satisfaftions  in  Children ; tirft  to  get  ’em, 
and  then  to  crofs  ’em  : But  were  he  my  Father,  I’de  fooner 
break  his  Heart  than  he  fhou’d  force  a Tear  from  my  Eyes — ^ 
Come,  Child,  Let’s  retire,  ahd  take  a Chiriping  Dram,  Sor-  ’ 
row’s  dry ; I’le  divert  you  with  the  New  Lampoon,  ’tis  a little 
■Smutty;  but  what  then;  weWomen  love  to  read  thofe  things 
in  private.  {_Exeu»t. 

Enter  Lucy. 

Luc,  How  many  Refolutions  have  I made  to  be  Virtuous  I 
And  cou’d  never  keep  ’em  above  two  hours:  Therefore 

I defign  never  to  make  any  more This  Tunbridge  is 

the  Devil ; For  here  are  fo  many  handforaeFellov/s  proffering 
Love,  that  let  a Body  proteft  never  fo  much  agaiult  it,  there 
always  comes  fome  rub  i’  the  way. 

Rej.  (Without  Singing.) 

Luc.  Blefsrae,  Here’s  Mr.  that’s  jufi:  run  Diffra- 

£fed,  they  fay,  for  Mrs.  Belinda,  the  Yeoman  of  Kjnt's  Daugh- 
ter ; I’le  Swear  a good  clean  Limb’d  fort  of  a Man — What 
pity  ’tis  be  wants  his  Underftanding. 

Enter  Reynard  Singing. 

Rey.  Then  Mad,  very  Mad  let  us  be,  Sic.  ■ 

Luc.  Poor  Gentleman  ! How  aftive  he  feems  to  be : Well, 

Of  all  things,  I love  a brisk  Man Pray,  Sir,  How  long 

have  you  been  Mad? 

Rey.  Ever  fince,  Ifirftfaw  a Woman:  Woman  fir’d  my 
Breait,  rackt  my  Soul,  and  confounded  all  my  Seales. 

Luc.  Good  lack.  Was  there  ever  any  t!:ing  fo  ftrange,  I hope 

he’s  Mad  for  me  too Sure,  Sir,  Tliat  was  fome  cruel  Crea- 

F_  lure. 
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turcy  that  did’nt  return  you  love  for  love,  I fancy  a kind 
Nymph  wou’d  recover  your  Wits  agen. 

Rc)i.  The  whole  Sex  are  kind,  I meet  no  Oppofition  ; for 
now  Honourable  Love  is  out  of  Date,  and  Maidenheads  are 
IDrugs  that  lie  upon  their  Hands ; you  may  have  ’em  like  Eggs^, 
Ten  a Groat. 

Luc.  Indeed,  I’me  glad  thea  I Sold  mine  before  they  came 
fo  cheap,  ^ 

Rey.  But  if  they  refill:  me ; then  I grow  outragious,  ftorm, 
dare,  rave,  and  force  all  I meet, 

Luc.  My  Stars!  The  Man  talks,  ftrangely  terrible,  ifabo- 
dy  was  afraid  on’t ; I believe.  Sir,  you,  like  other  Knight  Er- 
rants  o’  the  Age,  boafi:  a great  deal  more  than  you  perform, 

Rey.  No,  I am  all  Acfion,  my  Life,  my  Soul ; tltou  Varni- 
fiier  of  thy  MiftreiTes  Imperfetlions, Cabinet  of  her  Intreagues, 
Heirefs  of  old  Cloaths,  and  Mender  of  fufty  foul  Linnen. 

[Tui'Mes  her,  throws  her  dorvtt,  and  goes  out  Ringing,. 

Then  mad,  very  mad  let  us  he,  &c. 

Xa^iWas  there  ever  fuch  a Whelp, to  throw  a body  down,— 
and  then  run  away,  but  I’le  go  tell  my  Lady ; for  if  he  fhou’d 
meet  her, in  this  wild  Fit,  Ihe’d  be  quite  Scar’d. 

Enter  Hill?ria. 

HilL  I have  put  all  the  Mifchief  imaginable  into  Bellndals- 
Head,  and  have  left  her  to  Mufe  on’t — r—  Now  for  my  own 

Matters This  Mufick,  Rambling,  Tea,  and  Scandal,  are 

very  pleafant,  but  all  don’t  fecure  the  main-Chance  ; and  that 
muft  be  done  before  I leave  Tunbridge ; for  Faith,  I’me  fo  dam- 
nably in  Debt,  I dare’nt  fhow  my  head  in  Town,  ’fill  I have 

get  foffle  body  to  clear  Scores Here  comes  Ifoodcoek,  if  T 

^ cou’d  trap  the  old  Fellow  now  for  a Husband ; what  variety 

of  young  Lover’s  wou’d  his  Eftate  Purchafo Sure  no  Body 

. in  this  World  had  ever  greater  occafion  for  a Fool  than  I have 
at  prefent; . ■ 


Enter 


Teoman  of 

Enter  Woodcock. 


Wood.  Who  wou’d  be  troubl’d  with  Daughters  ? tliofc 
PtifF-Paft  Things,  that  like  Race-Horfes  coft  one  more  in  keep- 
ing than  they  ’re  worth  ; for  my  Daughter,  flic’s  made  up  of 
nothing  but  Pride,  and  Difobedience ; and  if  her  Vanity’s  bur 
the  leaft  oppos’d,  then  fhe’s  Sick,  and  nothing  but  Tunbrid^r 
will  Cure  her-: — • That  People  fliou’d  come  hither  for  Air, 
a damn’d  Hole  amidft  a parcel  of  counfounded  Hills  more  fti- 
■fling  than  a Bagnio,  and  Stinks  worfe  than  the  Upper-Gallery 
in  hot  Weather — I am  plagu’d  to  that  degree,  that  cou’d 
I meet  a Woman  in  any  meafurg,  abating  the  Imper- 
tinence of  her,  I wou’d  yet  hope  a Son,  only  todifappoint  my 
Daughter’s  Expeftations. 

Hill.  (Jfide.)  Then  e’en  take  me,  and  try  what  you  can  do., 
rie  employ  the  hint;  this  may  be  the  lucky  Minute  for 

ought  I know I begin,  Mr.  Woodcock,  to  be  tir’d  of  this 

noify  Town-life,  and  wou’d  fain  Settle  jn  the  Country: 
D’you  know  never  an  old  Shepherd  that’s  in  mighty  diftrefs 
for  a Wife?  . • , 

Woodc.He  mull: be  in  adamnable Diftrefs indeed .^at  wou’d 
Marry  a London  Lady, 

Hill-  Oh  1 Mr.  Woodcock  ! A Woman  bred  in  London  makes 
the  beft  Country-Wife;  for  being  Surfeited  with  Hurry  and 
Confufion,  Solitude  is  a perfe£t  Elizium ; ’ris  like  repofing 
one’s  felf  after  a fatiguing  Journey ; and  of  all  Parts,  I fliou’d 
chufe  Kjnt : They  fay  you  Kjntifl)  Men  are  the  beft  natur’d 
People,  and  make  the kindeft  Husbands  in  the  World,  I knov/ 
feveral  Ladies  extreamly  fond  oiKjnt- 

Wood-  Very  like;  moft  of  you  Town-Ladies  are  naturally 
Fond  of  Strong  Kjntifl]-mm — But  pray.  Madam,  Whathas 
made  you  fuch  a Friend  to  the  Country,  who  but  now  tookfo 
much  Pains  to  ridicule  it ; tho’  few  regard  what  your  Sex  fay, 
fince  ’tis  agreed.  Woman  ne’re  fpoke  her  Meaning  yet;  for 
your  Minds  arc  fo  very  mutable,  that  whatever  you  think 

F 2 at. 
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at  prdcnt,  you’re  of  a quite  different  Opinion  before  youcan< 


utter  It.  - 

Hill.  But  the  Thoughts  of  Marriage,  Sir,  are  more  Solid; 
and  tho’  a flafliy  Fop  may  divert  one  for  a quarter  of  an  hour ; 
were  I to  chufe  a Companion  for  Life ; nothing’s  fo  agree- 


able as  your  Humour. 

Woodc.  My  Humour—  Why  you  hav’nt  a defign  upon  me, 
Madam  ? D’fdeath,  She  has  almoff  given  me  a Kjmijh  Ague— 
Many  thee,  no  Faith,  I’de  fooner  breed  out  o’  my  Wall- 
Fy’d  Mare,  for  whatever  fiie  may  be  for  Beauty,  I'fliou’d 
have  one  at  leaft  that  wou’d’nt  talk  me  to  Death. 


HtU.  Thou  art  a rude  Beaff,  and  ’tis  pity  any  thing  that’s 
Human  'fliou’d  Couple  with  thee. 


Enter  Lucy. 


Luc.  Oh  ! Madam,  The  faddeft  Accid'ent,  poor  Mr.  Rej- 
nard’s  quite  raving  Mad ; he  met  me  juft  now  in  this  Place, 
and  threw  me  down  after  that  r-obuft  manner,  I thought  he 
wou’d  have  Raviflfd  me. 

H'codc.  Mad,  ha,  ha,  ha,  very  -diverting  truly,  a rattle- 
headed London  Rake,  to  give  out  he’s  Mad,  Why  who  the 
Devil  e’.re  thought  him  otherwife,  ev’ry  Body’s  Mad  there — 
Lawyers  are  Mad  in  finding  out  new  Queries  to  make  their 

Clients  m.ore.Mad Poets,  after  new  Whimfies — Phyfici- 

ans  after  new  Poyfons — Muficians,  whofe  Brains  are  fcatter’d 
into  Semi-quavers,  and  Women  have  been  Mad  from  the. 
Creation. 


Enter  Reynard. 

R-ey.  r have  been  talking  to  the  Weather-Cock  on  yonder 
Church-Steeple,  and ’tis  the  prettiefttatling  Company,  I fan- 
cied my  felf  at  the  Drawing-Roo.m  amongft  all  .he  Ladies— 
(7b Woodcock.) — Ha!  Who.  art  thou  with  that  blufterlng 
Lvee  like  the  North-Wind  at  the  corner  of  an  old  Map, 

Ha, 
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Ha,  h'a,  ha< — ‘ Nay,  be’nt  Angry,  good  ; thou  lobk’/i, 

like  a Wife  Politician,  we’ll  talk  of  State- Affairs ; Prithee 
call  for  Pipes,  and  let’s  Smoke  the  Nation  ; bring  me  fome 
Gunpowder. 

Woodc,  Gunpowder ! 

Rey.  Ay,  Gunpowder ; Thou  art  one  of  thofe  heavy,  think- 
ing Animals,  that  funk  Tobacco;  Fme a Courtier,  and  Cour- 
tiers Smoke  Gunpowder,  for  they  are  all  Flafh — Tie  tell  you 
. News — There’s  a Civil  War  broke  out  among  the  Cards, 
the  Four  Knaves  are  to  be  no  longer  Court-Cards — Pam, is  a 
fly,  cringing  Parafite,  flatters  ev’ry  Body,  buys  of  ev’ry  Bo- 
dy, and  pays  no  Body — The  Knave  of  Diamonds,  borrows 
other  People’s  Wit,  and  begs  other  People’s  Eftates — Tl>c 
Knave  of ' Spades , is  a Court-Rake,  Scoures  the  Streets, 

breaks^  Windows,  and  beats  the  Watch And  tlie  Knave, 

of  Hearts,  is  a fine  Drefllng  Courtier,  that  Debauches  tire 
Citizens  Wives  ; befides,  the  whole  Pack  are  up  in  Arms- ; 
The  Four  Queen’s  are  to  be  Banifh’d,  and  the  Four  Kings 
Depos’d. 
fPWe.  Whyfo? 

Ripj.  Becaufe  each  petty  Card  is  like  a grumbling  Common- 
Wealth’s  Man,  that  hates  Monarchy,  and  will  allow  no  Body . 
to  be  above  himfelf- — But  I have  made  Peace. 

Woodc.  How?  _ 

Rey.  Why  henceforward  there’s  to  be  no  Hereditat^'  Ho- 
nour, Mony’s  to  be  made  Protestor  ; and  ev’ry  paultry  Cic 
that  has  but  Ten  thoufand  Pounds  to  Purchafe  a Title,  is  to 
be  made  a Peer. 

Hill.  Why,  That  fancy  now  wou’d  ’oe  very  pleafant,  to 
have  fome  of  our  Citizens  Ennobl’d;  I warrant  we  ilioifd  ' 
have  my  Lord  Le.idenhdl.^  Count  Cheapfide,  and  the  Earl  of 
Stocks-Market. 

Rey.  But  hang  Poikicks;  Pleafure’s  my  B’afinefs  : Let  daih  ,, 
ffudious  Mortals  poife  the  tottering  GlobCj  l am  light  as  Ak; 
and  make  a Tennis-Ball  of  the  World,  Taffe  ev’ry  Diverffon 
without  Care,  that’s  always  new  becaufe.  it  leaves  no  iau 

preSiuu  , 
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preflion  ? and  feed  on  the  Sweets  of  a ravifhing  Miftrefs,' 
witliout  the  Puny  Senfe  of  Love — - But  where’s  Belinda.  ? 
Where’s  my  lovely  Charmer?  We’ll  fteal  together  to  fome 
fecret  Wood,  and  there  we’ll  reft  our  felves  from  all  Man- 
kind; ^arclefly  on  fome  rifing  Bank  we’l  lie,  fhaded  by 
Myrtles,  fann’d  with  gentle  Gales,  and  lull’d  by  purling  Ri- 
vers into  Sleep.  IStands  fix’d.. 

Hill.  Now  are  not  you  an  old  Brute  to  occafion  a poof  Gen- 
tleman’s Diftrafbion,  and  have  no  more  Charity  ? 

Woodc,  Charity — Why,  Madam,  Shou’d  half  the  Town 
run  Mad  for  my  Daughter,  muft  I Ruin(  my  Family  to 
recover  their  Wits  ? Wou’d  your  Ladifliip’s  Charity  Marry 
a Man  un*der  the  Gallows  to  fave  him  from  being  Hang’d-— 
Look  you.  Sir,  I underftand  the  World,  and  can  (ee  thro* 
thefe  Stage-Devices;  therefore,  -if  your  Worflaip  thinks  j'ou 
have  lefs  Wit  than  you  brought  down  with  you,  and  fuf- 
peft  you  have  been  Robb’d  here,  you’de’en  Sue  the  County- 

[_Exit. 

Rsy.  Curfe  on  his  Ruftick  Senfe,  ’twill -never  take:  What’s 
to  be  done,  Hillaria  ? 

Hill.  Ne’re  be  difcourag’d,  Man  When  you  engage  an 
obftinate  old  Mifer,  fortify’d  with  Experience,  you  attack 
a ftrpng  built  Town;  ev’ry  Stratagem  muft  be  thought  of, 
,and  ev’rv  Faculty  employ’d — I Swe’ar,  were  it  not  for  her 
Eftate,  one  wou’d’nt  take  fo  much  Pains  about  the  Creature^ 
indeed,  her  Face  is  v/ell  enough,  but  fhe  has  a Shape  like  a 
Candle;  then  ftie’s  horrid  Silly;  for  when  one  tells  her  of  a 
likely  Fellow,  fhe  crys.  My  Father — If  the  reft  o’  the  World 
were  but  half  as  ’fraid  of  the  Devil  as  file  is  of  that  Old  Toft, 
he’d  hardly  have  fo  much  Pow’r  over  us—  I hate  any  thing  fo 
,mea!y-mouth’d. 

Rej.  Prithee,  Hillaria.,  Leave  this  Woman’s  Railing,  and 
'fay,  what  Courfe  fhall  I take. 

Hill.  Well,  You  Men  are  thefaddeftSouls  atan  Tntreague 
without  the  Affiftance  of  our  Sex — Come,  I’le  tell  you  what’s 
to  be  dene—  Ifpu  know,  he’s  mightily  averfeto  any  thing  of 
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« Gentleman,  .and  refolves  to  Marry  her  to  fome  Country 
Grazier  like  himfelf;  D’you  alTume  that  Habit,  Forge  a 
Commendatory  Letter  from  fome  Neighbour  of  his,  whofe 
Name  you  may  eafily  learn,  and  carry  it  with  ah  tl’  ’ Impu- 
dence of  FuSer ; and  if  that  don’t  Cozen  the  old  Fellow, 
rie  be  doom’d  to  Die  a Virgin,  and  that’s  a damnable  hard 
Sentence.  _ . ' 

Reji.  By  Heav’n,  I like  the'projeft,  and  will  about  it  in« 
ftantly. 

Hill.  For  my  part,.I’le  e’en  go  make  Love  to  Mr. 

’tis  a fign  our  Sex  are  in  fad  want  of  Husbands,  when  we . 
are  forc’d  to  Court  the  Men-  but  my  Pride  muft  be  fup-- 
ported;  (and  faith  I know  the  Town  too  well  to  lofe  any- 
thing for  want  of  Aflurance,  . 

Key.  Come,  Hilhrin. 

Tho’  Fortune,  like  the  wav’ring  Sun-fhlne,  Dance, 
With  conftant  Eyes,  I’le  Humour  ev’ry  Glance ; 

-No  Jars,  no  CrolTes,  fhall  my  Hopes  deftroy, 

New  Ways,  J’le--Study,  and  new  Arts  employ, 

And  in  all  Shapes,  purfue  th’  Amorous  Boy. 

The  End  of  tbe  rhirH  AB, 
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ACT  IV. 

S C E N E,  Continues, 
^ Enter  Maiden. 


Mxj.  'W  ’ME  glad  I ha’  got  away  from  ’em,  I hate  the 
■1  Stinking  Taverns,  and  they  made  one  drink  Bum- 
® pers  o’  four  Claret ; without  fo  much  as  Nutmeg 
and  'Sugar — Here  comes  Mrs.  Hillaria,  if  fhe 
■‘wou’d  but  m.ake  Love  to.  me  now;  for  tho’ we  Beaus  feldom 
care  lor  Marriage,  ’tis  pretty  to  have  the  Ladies  Fond  of  us. 


Enter  Hillaria. 


HilL  Mr.  Maiden^  we  have  wanted  you  extreamlyat  the 
Tea  Table,  I heard  you  w'ere’nt  well. 

ylf.w.  Indeed,  Madam,  I was  forc’d  to  lie  down  a little; 
I’me  but  a weakly  body,  this  Hot  wether  overcomes  one 
ilrangely. 

Hill.  Nay  really  I have  often  accus’d,-  the  Tyranny  of  the 
Mode,  in  obliging  you  to  wear  thofe  Great  Wigs,  ’tis  well  you 

Beaus  are  not  Inclin’d  to  be  Hot-Headed But  Summer 

time  is  tedious  to  ev’ty  body  ; I wonder,  how  fo  many  Fat 
Gentlemen,  can  enduf'e  the  Green  all  Day,  tho’  tis  pleafante- 
jYtugh  to  Look  out  o’ the  Window  and  obferve ’emy—To  fee 
a I’uno’  Greafc,  with  a broad  fiery  Face,  and  a little  black 
Cap,  waddle  after  a Bowl  rub,  rub,  rub,  rub,  rub,  and  lofe  more 
■Fat  in. getting  a Shilling — Than  wou’d  yield  him  a Crown  at 
the  Tallow-Chandlers. 

AJa/.  Why  truly.  Madam,  w'ehave  a World  o’  Greafy  Beaus 
about  Town,  I fancy  half  the  Gentlemen  o’  tlie  laft  Age,  Mar- 
ry kl  their  Cookmaids : But!  never  appear  upon  the  Green  a- 
mengft’em,  forin  twoMi.mtes  one’s  tann’d  abominably,  be- 
fides  Thatc  thofe  fatiguing  Diverfions.  Hill,  "rhen 
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Hill.  Then  your  Kjfstijh  Men  here  are  for  leaping;  and 
throwing ' a great  Iron-Bar,  as  if  the  Slavifh  Exercifes  ofa  Por- 
ter, coil’d  lieighten  the  Charafter  of  a Gentleman. 

A4ai.  Kjnti(fj-Vo\ks,  value  themfelves  foi  much  upon 

their  Strength,  and  becaufethey  carry ’d  a few-Boughs  againft 
William  the  C^nquerour ; they  talk  .of  bearing  Oak-Trees.  I 
warrant  in  time,  they’ll  pretend  to  remove  the  City  of  London 
into  their  own  Country — ■ Some  People  too  are  fon.d  of  a 
Horfe,  I wonder  what  pleafure  there  is  in  Jum'bling  one’s  Bones 
to  a Jelly,  i’me  fure,  I was  as  weak  once  with  Riding  a .Mile 
and  a half,  as  if  lhad  Lain-in : But  I Love  a Spring-Chariot 
mightily,  and  there’s  nothing  we  Beaus  'take  more  Pride  in, 
than  a SettofGenteel  Footmen,  I never  have  any  but  what 
wear  their  own  Hair,  and  I allow  ’em  a Crown  a Week  for 
Gloves  and  Powder  ; if  one  flioudn’t,  they’d  Steal  horridly  to 
fet  themfelves  out,  for  now  not  oneinten,is  without  a Watch, 
and  a nice  Snuff-Box  with  the  beft  Orangericj  and  the  liber- 
ty of  the  Upper-Gallery,  has  made  ’em  fo  confounded  pert,  that 
as  they  w'ait  behind  one  at  Table,  they’ll  either  put  in  their 
Word,  or.  Mimickabody,  gnd  People  muft  bear  with ’em,  or 
elfe  pay ’em  their  Wages. 

Hill.  Nay,  a Shining  Equipage,  fooths  my  Vanity  to  the 
laft  degree,  we  (hall  majte  the  moft  Suitable  Couple. 

Mai.  (Jfde)  Couple — I knew  {he  wanted  a body. 

Hill.  And  really,  Mr.  Maiden,  to  conceal  the  matter  no 
longer,  I am  in  Love  with  you  to  Death. 

Mai.  Truly,  Madam,  Marriage  is  a thing  I hay’n’t  thought' 
on  yet. 

Hill.  That  Mee'n,  Air,  Face,  Wit,  Shape,  that  moving  Soft- 
nefs,  and  thofe  Speaking  Eyes,  at  once  have-  rais’d  me  to  the 
height  of  Joy,  and  thrown  me  to  the  bottom  of  Defpair. 

Mai.  {Jjide')  She’s  mighty  fond  methinks,  She  may  be  a 
Cheat  for  ought  I know  ; for  fo  many  Raki£h  Women  come 
down  to  Tunbridge,  to  make  their  Fortunes  among  uS  Men 

of  Eftates,  that  if  abody  han’t  great  care  one  may  be  Stole 

How  fliall  I get  away  from  her — Madam,  IPe  but  Step  into 
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Back-Yard,  and  wait  on  you  prefently.  [£jc//. 

■Hill.  I find  nothing  can  be  made  of  this  Fellow,  there’s 
foiiiewhat  in  his  Nature  contrary  to  Love  — Oh  ! here  comes 
my  Spruce  Militia-Captain,  as  remarkable  for  Impudence, 
as  the  othe.r  for  Modefty vWith  what  variety  of  Fools 

is  this  place  Supply’d.  • 

* 

Enter  Squib. 

( JJIJe)  A flinching  Son  of  a topretend’calling  for  a 

Lookinglafs  ; and  Sneak  away -My  Millrefs Hem — 

Now  for  my  Rhetofick' — Madam,  I am  Ravifh’d  with  your 
Air,  theLuftre  of  your  Eyes,  the  Acutenefs  of  your  Wit,  and 
,the  Symmetry  of  your  Ferfon  ; there  is  not  a Lady,  whofe 
Prefence  I admire  more,  throughout  the  Cofmical  Syftem. 

Hill.  Ifiad,  Captain,  you  have  Eloquence  to  engage  tlie 
Women,  as  well  as  V alour  to  fubdue  the  Men,  but  ’tis  my  Mis- 
fortune, not  to  be  touch’d  with  thofe  extracrd-inary  Faculties, 
that-  bait  fo  many  of  my  Sex. 

Sqt4,  Some  Ladies,  indeed,  are  ofaCold  Conftittition ; but 
can  you  Madam  objeQ:,  to  one  particular,  throughout  the  flnifli- 
ed  Catalogue  of  my  Perfeftions  ? but’tis  the  general  Fate  of  us 
Men  o’ the  Fafhion,  to  captivate  the  Crowd  o’ Ladies,  and  yet 
be  flighted  by  a Angle  She  we  Love. 

Tdke  me^  take  while  you  may ^ 

• Y tnus  comes  hot  ev^y  Day. 

Hill.  (JJide)  Was  there  ever  fuch  a Coxcomb I imiiT: 

own,  Captain,  your  Graces  are  very  infinuating,  but  fo  many 
rcafons  perfwade  me  againft  a Martial  Love — A Woman  that 
u/alues  her  Husband,  is  always  apprehenfive  of  the  Chance 
0’  V/ar;  then,  fliou’d  you  be  kilfd  in  a Battle,  one  mull  Sneak 
to  the  Government,  for  aPenfionof  twenty  Shillings  a Week 
to  Subfifl:  half  a Score  Children,  and  hammer  out  the  reft 
with  Wafhing,  and  Starching  ; befides,  a Soldier’s  Wife  has 
fo  very  little  Credit  abroad,  that  fliou’d  one  hap[>en  to  be  out 
0’  Calh,  one  may  -want  fo  much  as  a Paper  0’  Pins. 

Squ.  Want 
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Si^u.  Want  Pins — • Madam,  you  fliall  eat  Pins — Thofe  are 
your  poor  Starving  Officers  that  live  by  Bullying,  and  their 
Wives  by  Cullies;  I have  three  Hundred  a Year  in  poircffion, 
and  two  more  in  Reverlion,  when  my  Grand-mother  Ptyfnk 
Dies;  fo  that  you  may  have  ready  Mony,  you  may  go  to 
the  Tripe-Woman’s  with  ready  Money,  to  the  Strong- Ware i- 
fhop  with  ready  Money,  and  to  the  Mercers  with  ready 
Money ; and  that’s  what  halt’the  Women  o’  (Quality  can’t  pre- 
tend to — Then  for  Pedigree,  the  Squils,  Madam,  are  as  An- 
cient and  Numerous  a Race,  as  the  Hitfites,  the  'Jehufties,  or 
the  GirgijJjites  ; I have  Relations  gonfiderabie  in  all  parts  -c)’ 
the  World;  Don  Greazyivhiskers^  KenegAdo  dePigq,  Seignior 
Furiefo  Flammofo  de  Mount  \j^AMoun[ditch^  Mouniieur 

Ne're  a Shirt,  and  in  HoHand  my.  Dear  Uncle,  Mjfn  Heer  BeUh 
Van  Butter-Bo^,  will  not  all  this  prevail  ? Ye  Stars,  is  tliere  no 
way  to  make  her  mine  ? 

Hill.  One  wa.y.  Captain,  there  is,  and  but  one ; I have 
fworn  never  to  yield  mV  felf  without  a Duel;  a Woman’s 
hardly  fpoke  of  ’till  fhe  has  occafion’d  Blood-fhed : All  La- 
dies o’  Figure,  when  they  defign  to  Marry,  contrive  fome, 
way  to  be  fought  for,  then  receive  the  Conquerour,  to  .fhow 

they  approve  the  Deed Mr.  Loveworth,  Captain,  is  your 

Rival  ; d’  you  Engage  him,  if  you  Succeed,  my  Perfonisthe 
Reward:  You’ll  not  find  it  difficult,  he’s  a Coward,  and  will 
fcarce  ftand  the  Brunt. 

Squ-  (JJide)  A Coward,  Nay  then  I may  venture  to  Chal- 
lenge him If  that  be  all,  Madam, ’tis  done  already — I’le 

mince  the  Dog Rival  me,  an  Audacious  Rafcal — Madam. 

rie  Anatomize  him  for  your  Ladyfliip’s  Curiofity' — {Jfide)  I’le 
to  the  Tavern  and  get  a little  fluOi’d,  few  have  Courage  e- 
nough  to  fight  in  Cool  Blood.  Now  Fortune;  for  my  Miftrefs, 

. and  riiy  Fame.' 

His  my  laft-  Frfttge,  and  if  that  donH  win  her, 

0 all  Tou  Gods  above- — The  Devils  in  her.  [_Exir. 

Hill.  Now  have  l a mighty  Pleafure  in  fetting  two  Fellows 
a tilting  ; ffiou’d  one  of  ’em  be  run  thro’,  wliat'an  Air  ’twill 
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be  upon  the  Walks,  for  People  to  obferve  a Body,  and  cry, 
file  had  a Man  kill’d  about  her ; if  they  both  prove  Cowards, 
’twill  afford  Mirth,  to  fee  two  Fools  parry  ataDiftance,  they 
are  fure  not  to  hurt  one  another,  and  that’s  not  unlikely^ in 
this  Periwig  Age.  PHia ! my  old  Suitor,  Mr.  Lovemrth,  how 
infipid  is  a Fellow’s  Company  one  has  been  acquainted  with 
a Month;'!  begin  now  to  hate  him  fo  very  heartily,  that  the 
Devil  take  me,  if!  don’t — marry-him — -but  what  Humour 
fhall  I affeft,  in  the  Morning  I rally’d  him,  now  I’ll  ha’  the 
Spleen,  that  will  give  him  an  Opinion  of  my  Underftanding, 
for  the  moft  fafbionable  Sign  of  a modern  great  Wit,  is  a great 
deal  of 'ill-Nature. 


Enter  Loveworth. 


Lev.  Save  you,  fave  you,  Madam!  what,  melancholy ! 

Mill.  One’s  apt  to  be  fo,  Sir,  at  the  Approach  of  dull  Com- 
•pany. 

Lov.  Oh,  Cie  has  got  the  Spleen,  I’ll  fetch  her  out  of  that 
prefently.  • Sings  and  dances  a Minuet. 

Hill.  .Now  were  I really  out  of  Humour,  .Splenetick,  and 
Sick . ev’n  to  Death,  that  Minuet  wou’d  fet  me  a dancing. 
\_Sings  the  fame  Tune  and  dances.'}  I find  Mr.  Loveworth,  ’tis  in 
vain  for  us  Women  to  affume  ill  Nature  with  you  Men  that 
know  our  blind  Side.  • 

Lov,  We  know.  Madam,  your  Natures  are  not  rough,  .but 
you  Ladies  fo  damnably  diffemble  Cruelty,  where  you  find 
you  are  belov’d,  we  don’t  know  w'hat  to  make  on’t. 

Hill.  Good  Sir,  don’t  mention  Love,  that  will  give  me  .the 
Vapour’s  indeed;  but  where’s  Belinda,  IsAn.Goodfellow,  Pene- 
lope, and  the  reft  o.’tiie  Company?  . 

Lj)v.  Oh  ! Madam,  they  are  all  got  to  Cards  in  the  Summ'er- 
Houfe  at  the -lower  end  o’die  Garden.  -■  , 

Hill.  At  Cards,  an  1 I here!  Heav’n  fcigivc  me,  don’t 
ufe  to  flip  an  Opportunity  of  getting  Money ; I’ll  be  nftt’i  ’em 
this  Moment,  but  char  Xir.  Loveworth  that  .Minuet  f ; ' n. 

{Soih  fhtp  a;, ago  out  in  the  Minuet  Su-i, 
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"Enter  Woodcock  \vith  a Letter,  Reynard  in  a Country  Habit. 

Wood.  Numerous  Tenements — Great  Store  of 

Gattel— And  Lands  very  extenfive  in  Romney  Marjh — {^Afide.") 
A mofl;  convenient  Place  for  my  Owling  Trade,  exporting 
Wool,  and  running  French  Goods— I find,  Sir,  you  are 
commended  to  me  for  a Son-in-Law. 

Rey,  Yes.  • 

Wood.  Pray,  what  Eftate  may  you  have  about  Romney 
Marjk? 

Rey.  Eftate,  Why  I have  Eftate  enough  to  fet  up  who.  I 
pleafe  for  Parliament  Man,  and  when  I ha’  done,  think  I ha’ 
Wit  enough  to  gi’n  Inftruftions  how  he  fhall  bejiave  hirafelf. 

Wood.  A notable  Fellow  this ; no  great  Orator  I lee,  but 
his  Meaning’s  good. 

Rey.  Now,  pray,  what  has  your  Daughter,  for  if  her  Vor- . 
tune  don’t  anfwer  my  Eftate,  Tfe  not  have  her,  be  fhe  a 
Cherubim,  foufe  me. 

Wood.  (Jfide:)  My  own  Humour He  knows  the  Mar-  ■ 

ket,  I find,  and  I warrant  has  bought  many  a Horfe — - 
And  I’d  have  a Man  infpeft  a Wife,  as  he  does  a Horfe, . 
fee  if  fhe  has  all  her  Teeth,  and  her  Qiiarters  tight,  and  found. 
I’m  fure,  he  that  marries  a London  Dame  has  Reafon  enough 
todd’r,  for  the  better  fort,  what  with  drinking  hot  Liquors, 
and 'eating  Sugar-Plumbs  at  Church,  not -one  in  ten  has  a- 
Tooth  left;  and  for  the  middle  fort,  I don’t  believe  there’s 
an  Orange  Woman  at  the  Play-houfe,  or  a Sempftrefs  on  the 
Exchange^  that’s  Pepper-proof— - Well,  Friend,  I’ll  fliowyou 
my  Daughter,  if  >ou  like  lierTerfo-n,  you  may  find  her 
\vorili  more  than  you  imagine.  ■ {^Exit. 

Rey.  An  heneft  old  Fellow -So,  thus  Ihr  the  Plot  fuc' 

ceeds ; but  how  fhali  1 blind  him  in  Relation  to  the  iiftate 

That’s  eafy—’Tis  but  getting  a few  faife  Deeds,  and  the  . 
naatter’s  done--— .V7e  can’t  ^<'ant  Forgery,  or  Perjury  while 

-Re-enter- 
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Re-enter  Woodcock  with  Belinda. 

Wood.  Daughter,  ufe  him  courteoufl}',  and  endeavour  to 
like  him  ; his  Ellate  join’d  to  yours  will  make  you  the  grea- 
idl  Woman  in  the  Country. 

Rey.  A Strapper  i’ faith — a Well  built  Lafs ; tho’  White, 
and  Red  like  a Stockgilliflower,  and  a choice  pair  of  Ud- 
ders-— I muft  tall  her—  b’your  Leave  Forfooth--  {tQffes  her) 
As  tender  asaPullet,andIwarrant  as  juicy  asaBurgamy  Payre. 
■ Bel.  ’Pleafe  to  fit.  Sir.  {They  Sit. 

Rey.  They  fay,  we  fliall  have  a good  Crop  t’Year. 

As  the  Weather  proves.  Sir. 

Rey.  Ay — ;’T  zeems,  forfooth,  I and  you  are  to  be  Zweet- 
hearts,  and  lig  together  for  the  good  of  our  Kind- — Nay 
pray  you  now  be’nt  fo  fliy ; look  a little  fmirkihg  upon  a 
Body--do-If  I don’t  love  you  with  all  my  Soul,  Heartsblood, 
Liver,  and  Lights,  I’fe  gi’  you  leave  to  make  a Harcelet  of  me. 

Wood.  Very  well,  but  I’ll  leave  ’em  together,  ’tis  ’nt  fair 
to  obferve  I.overs.  . _ • [ Exit. 

Bel.  (Riling)  Ha,  ha,  ha,  methinks  Sir,  the  Clown’s  very 
natural,  and  the  Gentleman  but  affefted  ; I’d  -advife  you  to' 
wear  this  Habit  always, turn  perfeQ;  Farmer,  and  go  to  Plow. 

Rey.  In  the  Field  of  Love,  Madam,  I agree  with  you; 
you  fee  what  Forms  and  Shapes  you  have  Power  to  turn 
tis  into;  I’m  glad  you  kept  your  Cou.itenance,  for  tho’  a 
Dcfign  be  carry’d  on  to  the  very  faiifliing  Point,  your  gig- 
iing  Sex  are  apt  to  burft  out,,  and  fpoil  all-— but  dear  Crea- 
ture, let’s  contrive  fome  Way  to  be  marry’d  inllantly,  for  fear 
of  a Difcovery. 

Bel.  The  only  way  I,  can  think  of  is  to  follicite  him  in 
PropriA  Perfona,  which  you  know  he’ll  ne’re  confent  to  ; and 
the  more  you  prefs  him  for  Mr.  Reynard,  the  Gentleman, 
the  more  you  hallen  the  Match  with  Mr.  Reynard  the  Clown. 

Rey.  My  Life,  my  Angel,  let  me  hug  thee  for  thy  Inven- 
tion—’Pfdeath  the  Old  Man,  let’s  be  a little  familiar.  [They  jit. 

CSiiigs.) 
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(Sings.)  Pll  tellfou  a Story ^ a Story  fo  merry ^ [ WoocU:ock 

Concerning  tie  Abbot  of  Canterbury,  Enters,. 
And  of  his  Houfe- keepings  and  high  Renown^ 

Which  made  him  repair  to  fair  London  Toim^ 

Derry  .down,  down,  hey  derry  down, 

Wood,  So,  fo,  Tm  glad  to  fee  ’em  fo  Great  already. 

Rcy.  Hoiv  now  quoth  Kjng  John,  ’//V  told  unto  me^ 

That  thou  keepefl  a far  better  Houfe  than  7, 

If  thau  dojl  not  anjwer  me  Quefions  Three^ 

• Thy  Head  ffjallbe  uken  from  thy  Body^ 

Derry  'down,  &c. 

Yoii  fee  Forfooth,  Tfe  no  fine  Singer,  but  i^faith  Pfe  be  tlf' 
loudeft  evh’y  Sunday  in  our  Church  for  all  that ; haugh. 

Wood.  Come  Belinda^  Pll  relieve  your  Modeify  the  firft 
time;  the  Ladies  enquire  for  you — Well,  Sir,  can  you  love 
my  Daughter  ? 

' Rey.  Love  her,  ay,  better  than  Ido  Beef  and 'Pudding; 
why  fhe’s  a Boncritten — but  i’faith  we’fe  not  part  fo — {Kjf- 
fis  her,)  by  my  Troth  as  pretty  a Morfel  as  a Mon  wou’d 
defire  to  feed  on. 

(Sings.)  And  if  thou  doJl  not  anfwer  me  Quefiions  ThreSj 
Thy  Head  jhall  be  taken  from  thy  Body. 

Derry  down,  &c.  [ Exeunt  Wood,  and  Reynard. 


Enter  Hillaria. 


Hill.  I,  have  heard  all,  Belinda,^  and  applaud  rnyov/ngood' 
Genius,  but  I nt reagues  of  ray  forming  generally  profper ; I 
often  fancy  I cou’d  write  a Play. 

Bel.  Why  don’t  you  try,  Hillaria. 

Hill.  No  really,  Belinda,^  a Poctefs  Is  fo  fcandalous  a Cha^ 
racier ; for  when  a Woman  has  the  Face  to  appear. at  Rehear- 
fals,  and  teach  Aftors  their  Parts,  her  Affurance  will  fcruple 
nothing;  befides,  Women-Writers  have  quite  loll  their  Re- 
putation ; for  in  Love  Scenes  their  Thoughts  are  fo  loofe,  and 
their  Expreffions  fo  open,  and  unveil’d,  the  Ladies' can’t  be 
feeii at  a Performance  of  their  own  Sex;  and  Obfeenity  in  a 

Wci»aa^ 
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Woman  is  fo  odicfus — Well,  Belinda','  I long  to  fee  thee  in  a 
Lover’s  Arms,  fettl’d  at  London,  and  drefs’d  like  othe-r  People : 
Lord  ! How  the  Women  0’  Qiiality  wou’d  titter  to  fee  a high 
Crown-Hat'  in  the  Front-Seat  0’  the  Box  : Thou  ait  gocd  iia- 
tur’d,  Child,  to  fuffer  thefe  ImpoOtions ; fhou’dany  old  Hu-' 
mourift  force  a Steeple  upon  my  Head,  I’de  make  mors  noife 
in  Jiis  Ears  than  if  ’twere  a Church-Steeple  with  the  whole 
Set  o’  Bells  in’t.  ■ 

Bel.  A ridiculous  Habit  refleQs  more  on  tliofe  that  Impofe 
it,  than  on  us,  where  dependance  forces  a-  Subjection  ; but  if  I 
fliou’d  yifit  London,  you’ll  initruct  you  Friend,  Hillaria  ; for 
tho’  frequenting Lunhr'tdge  may  render  one  riot  awkward,  I 
flaall  be  a'perfeft  Novice  in  half  the  Town  Airs. 

Hill.  \Vhy  truly,  Belinda,  tho’  our  Obfervation  be  all  tri- 
fle, a Woman  that’s  well  vers’d  in  the  Niceties  of  Behaviour, 

, is  thought  no  fmall  Politician  ; For  in  the  firft  place,  if  you 
wou’d  Ihow  a refin’d  Education,  you  muft  be  very  timorous, 
and  fearful^  skream  at  the  Jolt  of  a Coach,  or  tke  Pop  of  a 
Piftol,  Die  away  at  the  Sight  of  a Rat ; All  well-bred  Ladies 
are  frighted  at  e'v’ry  thing  but  a Man — ^ — Then  you  muft  be 
taken  111  at  publick  Places;  tho’  not  like  my  Lady  Fullmoon, 
that  fainted  away  in  a high  colour  ; but  to  Humour  a Swoon- 
ing, with  a pretty  Palenefs,  caufes  an  agreeable  Difturbance, 
and  gives  one  an  opportunity  to  be  fupported  by  the  Man  one 
likes  ; Then  the-next  Morning,  there’s  fuch  ratling  with  Foot- 
men, which  makes  one  confiderable  in  the  Neighbourhood, 
from  this  Lady  and  that  Lady,  tho’  we  hate  one  another  mor- 
tally, to  know  how  one’s  Head,  and  one’s  Stomach  does,  and 
how  one  refted  that  Night ; and  I all  the  while  in  my  Clofet 
at  a Couple  of'cold  Chickens,  and  a Tankard  0’  Sherry. 

Bel.  But  what  Amufements  have  you  there  ? 

Hill.  Oh  1 Innumerable ! My  Head  turns  round  with  the 
promifcuous  Enjoyment ; There’s  the  Play,  Where  I gene- 
rally fidle  in  about  the  middle  of  the  Second  ACt,  that  Peo- 
p'e  may  think  I have  been  detain’d  on  fome  important  Affair ; 
if  ^cis  a Tragedy,  I turn  my  Rump,  and  talk  to  the  Beaus 

behind; 
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behind  ; Bnt  a Comedy’s  very  pleafant,  if  ’tis  but  AbuGve ; I 
love  Satyr  ftrangely ; Then  Hjde-Park^  Oh ! Hjde-Fark  doe* 
I'avifh  me. 

Bel.  But  there  you  have  no  Converlation. 

. Hill-  That’s  nothing,  a world  of  pretty  things  may  be  done 
without  Speech ; but  tho’  our  Tongues  are  filent,  wc  Difcourib 
flill. 

Bell.  How  fo  ? 

Hill.  With  our  Fingers ; there’s  many  an  Intreague  carry’d 
on  that  way,  and  that’s  fo  pretty  to  appoint  Tipie,  and  Place, 
and  not  a Word  fpoke  ; That  Art,  they  fay,  was  invented  to 
oblige  fome  Men  o’  Quality,  who  wanted  the  Gift  of  Elocu- 
tion ; and  are  not  thefe  much  preferable  to  the  Melancholy 
Country ; where  you  may  walk  a whole  day,  and  not  fee  a 
Man : I’me  lure  I was  fo  Mop’d  there  once  for  want  of  Com- 
pany, I was  glad  to  talk  to  the  great  Bull-Dog—^  Come, 
Child,  we’ll  lend  for  a Beau  to  carry  us  to  Southborrough.^  and 
rie  tell  you  more.  , . 

Bel.  I wonder,  HilUrhy  You’ll  appear  with  thefc  Beaus, 
' and  always  fpeak  fo  defpicably  of  ’em. 

Hill.  They  give  one  Snuff,  lofe  their  Money  at  Cards,  and 
pay  Coach-Hire.  . ' * ^Exemt. 

Loveworth  a»d  Squib  meeting. , 

5gr«.  (A^de.)  My  Rival ! Dear  Spirit  of  Burgundy  aflift  me-- 
yiw  Lovemrth , Draw. 

Lov.  Draw,  Captain,  Upon  what  Account  ? How  long 
have  we  been  Enemies. 

Squ.  Look  you.  Sir,  I’me  for  Afliion,  and  not  Words  : In 
flrort.  You  have  endeavour’d  to  deprive  me  of  my  Miftrels, 
and  muff  either  quit  the  Lady,  or  vindicate  your  Pretenfions. 

Lov.  (Jfide.)  Ha,  ha,  ha,  Hillaria  has  Banter’d  the  Fool, 
rie  Humour  him  a little— — That  matter,  Captain,  we  may 
decide  more  Calmly — He  who  has  Serv’d  her  longeft,  beft 
defervesher  : If  we  can’t  agree,  let  the.  Lady  determine  it  by 
her  own  Inclinations. 

^ S^u.  (^Jfide.)  Is  he  thereabouts,  I’le  purfue  the  point— 

H Sir, 
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Sir,  The  Temple  of  the  bright  HilUri*,  I have  made  the  Re- 
pofitory  of  my  Afifeftions ; and  whoever  dares,  difpute  tha 
Legality  of  my  Title,  and  not  juffifie  what  he  fays,  Is  a Son 
of  an  Jrijh  Evidence,  a Fool,  and  a pitiful  Coward, 

Lov.  Nay,  Captain,  If  you  Brand  me  with  the  Name  of 
Coward,  my  Honour’s  concern’d ; now  I will  Fight.  [_Dratvs^ 
Squ.  (Looks  Surpriz?d() — Will  you  Fight — (Puts  up  his 
Sword.)  Then  gi’me  thy  Hand ; now  I won’t  Fight  with  you ; 
we  Mer^of  Reciprocal  Courage  fhou’d  never  Fight,  but  a Co- 
wardly Rafcal  ought  to  be  Kicldd  and'Pofted, 

Lev,  No,  Captain,  I fildom  draw  my  Sword;  but  once 
provok’d,  ’tis  never  drawn  in  vain  ; now  you  fhall  Fight. 

Squ.  (JJtde.)  O'Lord f What  fhall  I do now—Come, come, 
Mr.  Loveworth,  Friends  fhou’d  never  quarrel — The  Lady’s 
yours;  I’have  a Stock  of  Miftreftes,  and  can  afford  you  half 
a Score  at  any  time. 

Lev.  Nay,  Captain,  If  you  won’t  Fight,  - I muft  return 
you  Coward,  and  Fool  agen,with  that, that, and  that. \_KJcks  him, 
Squ.  ’Tis  very  well,  Mr.  Loveworth,  mighty  well,  fuperla- 
tively  well ; indeed,  look  you,  Sir,  I fhall  meet  you  one  dusky 
Evening  in  St.  James's  Park. 

i-w.  ,And*what  will  you  do  then.  Sir  ?' 

Squ.  Why,  Sir,  I’le  order,  two  or  three  of  the  Sentry  to 
fling  you  into  the  CanaU 

Lov,  Will  you  fo.  Sir.  [(KJ^ks  him  agets. 

Squ.  Nay,  now I will  walk  off.  (Exit. 

Lov.  Thus  flafh  of  Valour,  gilds  the  leaf!:  Pretence, 

Thus  Lawyers  Bawl,  and  Rife  by  Impudence, 
Huffing  for  Courage  paffe's,  Noife  ■ for-  Senfe,. 

By  all' Appearance,  how.  the  Worli’s  decav’d, 

Grave  DulnefSj  ’Wifdom,  Canting,  Zeal’s  believ’d ; 
But  were  Defert,  like  Metal  to  be-try’d. 

And  each  Pretender  fhSu’d  the  Teff  abide, 

How  many  a Hero  huffs  without  a Soul  ?, 

How  many  a Statefman  wou’d  be  found  a'Foo].' 

The  Ertd.of  fhe  Tom'th  Jif, . 
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ACT  V. 

■ip 

S C E N 'Continues. 

E^ter  Woodcock,  and  Roynard. 

Wosdc.  'y  Tell  you,  Mr.  Reynard,  My  Daughter  (liall  have 
1 no  London  Husband  ; I muftJiave  a Man  that 
a underftands  Farming,  and  will  Improve  my 
Eftate,  raife  Portions  for  younger  Children,  and 
yet  double  it  to  the  Eldeft — Whereas  your  Town  Gentle- 
men Spend  more  in  a Month  than  they  Receive  ia  a Quarter ; 
khpw  nothing  of  their  Lands,  ’till  they  come  to  Allign,  and 
. Set  over  ; And  1 don’t  believe  there’s  an  Eftate  at  Court,  but 
is  Mortgag’d  to  an  Alderman  in  the  City. 

R^.  {Jfide,')  How  perverfe  is  Age?  One  may  fooner  Civi- 
lize a Satyr,  Convert  a Jew,  or  reduce  a Woman  from  her 
Pride  and  Vanity,  than  perfuade  an  Old  Fellow  out  of  a rooted 
Obftinacy — But  Mr.  Woodcock,  you  have  Reafon,  and  fliou’d 
Argue  exceptionally,  the  Age  may  be  Extravagant  enough ; 
But  d’you  think  it  impoffible  for  the  Town  to  afford  Men  of 
Condufl:  and  good  Management  ? 

t¥oodc.  .Not  impoffible,  I grant  you  ; but  you  may  aswdl 
loo*  for  Cleaniinefs  in  Scotland,  Mony  in  France,  or  Wit  and 
Manners  at  Jmjlerdam,  as  Sobriety  in  London-^  To  be  plain. 
You  are  People  of  Principles,  you  have  neither  Religion,  nor 
common  I.lorality ; and  I defire,  Mr.  Reynard,  you’ll  defift 
your  Pretenfions : In  fhert,  I have  engag’d  a Pejfon,  fitter  for 
my  Daughter’s  Purpofe,  and  moi'e  agreeable  to  my  Temper. 

Rey.  What,  The  Romney-Mar(hJ3sntleman,  Humphry  Hob- 
ble Efq;  Ha,  ha,  ha.  . 

Wood.  {JJide.')  How  the  Devil  came  he  to  know  him  ? 

Rey.  Mr.  Woodcock,  to  convince  you ; You  have  a wrong 

Notion  of  us  bred  in  Town,  I’le  be  Frank Your  Daugh- 

H 2 ' ter, 
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ter,  and  I,  are  agreed ; She  receiv’d  the  Countryman  only 
to  Humour  you,  and  told  me  all  that  pafs’d  between  ’em, 
how  he  Loll’d  in  his  Chair  like  a drunken  Juftice,  Entertain’d 
Iier  with  a wretched  Old  Song,  and  Grunted  out  his  Love  after 

that  Boorifli  manner,  flie  fancy’d  her  fen*  in  a Hogfty 

Since  you  fee,  Mr.  I w'on’t  abufe  you,  allow  meGe*- 

nerous,  and  Ratifie  our  Affedions. 

Woods.  (^JJide.)  The  Curfe  of  Maidenheads  light  upon  the 
whole  Sex — Mr.  Riymrd,  I muft  confefs,  you  are  a very  ge-  * 
nerous  Perfon,  and  to  return  your  Generofiry,  I will  this  mo- 
ment Marry  my  I^aughter  to  the  Countryman I fhall 

fpoil  her  Fop  Intreague  ; that  Women  fhou’d  be  fuch  Fools 
to  fall  in  Love  with  Perriwigs,  and  Lac’d  Coats;  but. ’twill 
be  To,  leta  Manfhowbutafair  outfide,  they  don’t  care  .if  he 
has  no  more  Brains  than  a Grand  Jury. 

Rey.  Ha,  ha,  ha.  Now  for  my  Country  Face  agen. 

Enter  Loveworth. 

Ned  Lovemrth  hvinmng  about  like  an  Idle  Courtier,  or  apo(» 
Poet  in  fearch  of  a Dinner. 

Lov.  ’Tis  true,  Frank,  I have  no  Heireffes  to  follow,  nor- 
crofs  Mifcra  to  attack ; but  I have  a Miftrefs  too,  and  a very 
whimfical  one ; for  tho’  fhe  admits  me  to  Squire  her  about,, 
ihe  won’t  fuffer  me  to  mention  Love. 

Rey.  She’ll  Con fent  the  fooner;  Women feldom  care  td*felk 
of  Love,  ’till  they  refolve  upon  the  Adion,  becaufethey  hate 
to  be  Tantaliz’d. 

JLoi'.  Well,  my  DearFrIend,  and  how  go  Matters? 

Rey.  Swimingly,  fwimingly,  Ned\  I alTum’d  all  the  Clow- 
niihnefs  imaginable;  No -true  peafanr,  bred  amongft  Cattle 
ui  the  Wild  o‘  Ke»ty  or  the  Reake  in  Derbyjhirs,  cou’d  have  had 
a more  RufUcal  Air. 

Lov.  Thou  wer’t  always  a good  Mimick  Frank ; But  can’ll 
rfiou  really  layafide  all.  Confcience,-  and  Honefty,  and  have 
rheface  to  Marry  this  Lady,  and  Bubble  the  Yeoman  out  of 
fuch  a.  prodigious  Eflate  ? Rey,.  Con- 
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Rey.  Confcieace,  and  Honefty,  ha  ha  ha,  thou  fliou’dft 
ha’  been  born  feven  Ages  ago  , thofe-things  are  obliterated  * 
now-a-days,  and  for  the  Face  o’the  matter,  a Man  of  In- 
treague  mult  have  a Face  for  every  thing,  the  Women  in-  • 
deed,  are  eafily  fubdu’d,  Gequet  Ladies  like  Htttaria,  you 
win  with  Mimicry  and  Scandal ; an  Old  Maid  that’s  milera- 
bly  pitted  with  the  Small-pox,  you* mull  praife  her  Youth, 
and  Beauty ; to  a young  Creature  you  mull  talk  Modeftly, 
to  a Widow,  Mathematically,  but  to  furprize  Old  Fathers 
that  infpe£tour  Defigns,  requires  a Mafterpiece  of  Nature — 

To  deceive  a Country  Yeoman,  Fm  a Clown  you  fee 

To  pleafe  a rich  Sergeant,  I cou’d  be  a fpruce  Barrilter, 
come  to  the  Court  powder’d  beyond  a Side-Box  Beau,  give 
a Hem,  and  cryj  May  it  pleafe  you  my  Lard,  and  you  Gen- 
tlemen of  the  Jury- — Nay,  td  Curry  with  a Superftitious 
Old  Uncle,  I cou’d  put  on  a precife,  CdnveEticle-Fac?,  an^ 
look  as  mortify’d  as  your  Sneaking.  Gtizens  do  of  late,  fince 
the  Downfal  of  the  Whig- Party.  In  Ihdrt,  Ned^  If  you 
wou’d  rife  in  the  World,  you  mull:  have  a Face  for  ev’ry 
thing — Why  the  Women  give  us  that  Example,  who,  they 
fay,  are  arriv’d  to 'that  Perfection,  in  Wafhes,  Paftes,  and 
Powders,  they’ll  alter  their  Looks  fo,  you  {han’t  know ’em;  . 
And  I heard  of  a fine  Town  Lady,  who  Painted  her  Face 
with  that  variety,  fhe  was  pick’d  up  by  a Purblind  Lord,  Six  . 
Nights  together  for'a  frefh  Miftrefs — But,  Dear  Ned^  excufe 
me,  thou  know’ll  the  Exigence  of  my  Affairs,  a Moment’s 
trifling  might  be  fatal. 

Lev,  Succefs  attend  you,  Sir-  [Exeunt  differently^- 

•'  Enter  Woodcock  and  Beliada, 

Woodc.  Belinda,  I muft  talk  with  you — XAffded)  But  why 
Ihou’d  I examine  her  ? She’ll  tell  me  a hundred  Lies  with  as 
Grav^  a Face  as  a Rresbyterian  IDivinc,  when  he  preachefs  up  * 
Confcience,  and  Hides  a filver  Spoon  into  his  Pocket  — -’Tis 
iropolIible  tQ'know  that  Sex,  they’ll  mek  us  with  their  Tears, 

and 
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and  In  the  fame  Breath  laugh  at  our  Rafinefs;  At  Church,' 

* they’ll  be  very  Devout- with  one  Eye,  r-ndOglea  Fellow  with 
t’other;  and  they  have  more  Tricks,  Qiierks,  and  Evafions  to 
avoid  Speaking  Truth,  than  an  Attorney  has  in  drawing  an 

Anfwer  in  Cha?3cery Belinda,  What  think  you  of  the  new 

Gallant  I brought  you  ? 

Bel.  If  my  Approbatifin,  Sir,  wou’d  not  Create  In  you  an 
Averfion  to  him,  I cou’d  tell  you,  I like  him,  like  him  in- 
finitely, beyond  any  Man  in  particular,  and  the  whole  Sex  in 
general. 

H-'oodc.  If  (he  be  real,  this  pleafes  me  indeed  ; this 

is  News  beyond  an  Exprefs  from  lulj ’Tis  my  Requeft 

then,  that  you  Marry  him  inftantly. 

Bel.  Moft  willingly : The  Moment  that  I faw  him,  a fud- 
den  chilnefs  feiz’d  me  ev’ry  where  ; that  chilnefs  as  'fudden- 
^y  chang’d  intq  a pleafing  Warmth  ; the  Warmth  e’re  fince 
keeps  fettl’d  at  my  Heart,  and  my  Thoughts  fix’d  on  him. 

Woodc.  (Jjide.)  This  is  Love ; but  her  Youth’s  unacquainted 

with  thefe  Symptoms,  I'  have  felt  ’em  formerly  my  felf 

This  Hour  then  he  fhall  be  yourS' — ( Aftde.)  But  mou’d’nt  I 
firll  fatisfy  my  felf  with  the  R.eality  of  this  Eftate  he  pre- 
tends to  have  — It-muft  be  fo,  he  lives  too  far  from  London 
to  be  a Cheat — Now,  what  an  impudent  Rogue  is  this  Rey- 
nard, to  pretend  a Contraft  with  my  Daughter,  when  fhe 
all  the  while  Dies  for  Squire  HoFbk — But  then,  how  fhou’d 
Reynard  know  what  pafs’d  between  the  Countryman,  and 
her,  unlefs  the  Devil  helpt  him  to’t ; like  enough,  truly,  I 
believe  m.oft  o’your  Town-Sparks  are  very  intimate  with  Al- 
derman Belzibui — Come,  Belinda, — (^Afide\  'Still  I fufpeQ: 
a Trick,  bur  if  fhe  Marries  him,  there  can  be  none;  if  fhe 
can  Cheat  the  Prieft,  fhe'll  Cheat  the  Devil.  ♦ {^Exeunt. 

Enter  Squib. 

Squ.  Pox  of  his  Courage,  I fay  ; I fhall  be  kick’d  about 
by  ev’ry  Chocoiate-}io\xk  Beau,  now  they  know  I won’t  Fight ; 

How 


7‘heTeontan  oJ  Yimt,  55 

How  fliall  I,  be  Reveng’d  ? Shall  I venture  to  Challenge 
him— No,  — What  niall  I do  then  ? Oh  ! I fhall  meet  him 
in  the  publick  Dancing-Room,  and  I’le  Sit  above  hirn- — ■ 
But  now,  How  can  I appear  before  my  Miftrefs  ? ’Tis,  no 
matter ; There’s  Pe»elope  with  a better  Fortune  ; and  I 
coil’d  like  her  were  llie  not  fo  forward  ; People  naturally 
Slight  thofe  that  are  in  Love  with  ’em,  tho’  Ihou’d  I have 
an  Averfion  to  allthe  Women  that  are  in  Love  with  me,  I 
might  defpifethe  whole  Sex;  therefore  I will  Marry  her. 

4s:  ' ^ • 

Enter  Gaodfellow,  dndVeado^o. 

M.VS.  Good/.  Sweet  Captain,  we  have  fought  for  you  vehe- 
mently ; we  wanted  your  Company  with  us  to  Southborougf}. 

Squ.  1 have  likcwife,  my  fair  Penelope,  been  upon  the 
Chafe  for  you,  to  inforfe . you  fome  Ladies  here  have  a vio- 
lent defign  upon,  my  Perfon  ; and'  if  you  don’t  enclofe  me 
prefently,  I ffiall  be  f avifh’d  from  your  Arms. 

Pen.  Lofe  my  dear  Captain,  Aunt,  Aunt,  run  for  Doftor 
Dromedary,  and  let  us  bfe  Married  before  the  Sun  repofes. 

[£jc/V  Goodf. 

Squ.  Now,  Madam,  we  muft  make  a mighty  Appear- 
ance, .and:  have  a flately  Bridal  Equipage;  all  new  Marry’d 
People  of  any  Figure,  keep  a Coach  the  firft  yearr 

Pen,  We  muft  go  a Vifiting  together,  and  to  Hyde-Pdrk 
together , and  be  extreamly  Fond  for  a Month  : Thea, 
Captain,  My  Aunt,  and  I muft  go  to  the  Artillery-Ground 
o’  Training  Days,  that  the  Soldiers  may  let  oft  their  Mus- 
kets, and  cry,  Heav’n  Blefs  the  Noble  Captain’s  Lady ; and 
fure  nothing  is  fo  pleafant  as  to  frequent  Places  where  one’s 
Husband  has  an  Authority,  that  one  may  be  very  rude,- 
and  Affront  Folks- — But,  Dear  Captain,  Let’s  make  hafte ; 
for  fhou’d  you  be  Ravifh’d  from  me  now,  t weu’dbemore- 
concern’d,  than  if  I were  Ravilb’d  my  felf,  \^xeum. 
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£«/#/•  Loveworth  Hillarla. 

Hill.  Sure  no  Courtier  was  ever  worfe  PiaguM  with  a 
Petitioning  Poet,  than  I am  with  you. 

Lov.  Sure  no  Poet  was  ever  more  coldly  receiv’d  by  a ftate- 
ly  Courtier,  than  I am  by  you ; But  to  prove  my  Conftancy, 
Madam,  Be  as  Cruel  as  you  pleafe,  I’le  never  leave  you, 
I’me  refolv’d  to  follow  you.  Court  you,  and  Addrefe  you, 
’till  you  yield. 

HilL  And  while  you  continue  to  follow  me,  Court  me,  and 
Addrefs  me,  I will  never  yield. 

Lov.  'Why  ? 

H/V/.  Becaufe' we  Women  love  dearly  to  be  foil ow’d.  Cour- 
ted, and  Addrefs’d;  I muft  own,  Mr.  Loveworthy  we  do 
Cully  your  Sex  ev’ry  way ; While  you  Court  us,  we  make 
Spaniels  of  you ; and  when  we  have  a Mind  to  render  you 
more  Contemptible,  we  make  Husbands  of  you ; and  really 
you  Lovers  are  meet  Spaniels ; for  the  worfe  you  are  us’d,  the 
'more  you  Fawn. 

Lov,  You  know.  Madam,  You  have  Pow’r,  and  are  re- 
Iblv’d  to  Triumph. 

, HiH.  We  know  you  are  Fools,  and  are  refolv’d  to  Laugh 
-at  you  5 but  no  more  of  this  Chat,  here’s  Company^ 

Woodcock  Singing. 

Wood.  Sing  Old  Sir  Simon  the  KJng  tol  toly  &c, 

I’me  glad  to  fee  you  fo  merry,  Mr.  Woodedek^  fhan’t 
we  rejoice  with  you.  too  ? 

Woods.  With  all  my  Heart,  Mr.  Loveworthy  I have  juft 
Marry’d  my  Daughter,  and  am  refolv’d  to  Dedicate  a whole 
Twelvemonth  to  Mirth,  and  Jollitry,  I’le  broach  my  fix  Hogf- 
. heads  ofStout,  thatwereBrew’dinthe  Days  of  King  CharleSy 
and  make  the  whole  Country  as  Drunk,  as  at  an  Eleftion 
of  Burgefles.  - 

Hill.  Shan’t  we  lee  your  Son-in-Law,  Sir  ? Woods.  Pre* 
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Wood.  Prefently,  Madam,  I left ’em  but  in  the  next  Room  to 
bill  and  coo  a little-ha  ha  ha,  what  wou’d  I give  now  Mi'. 
Reynard  were  but  here,  to  Laugh  at  him  a little,  and  let  him- 
fee  our  Ale  in  the  Country  has  infpir’d  us  with  more  Cunning, 
than  all  his  Burgundy  in-Tow'n, 

Lov.  Oh ! Here  they  come. 

Reynard,  W Belinda,  Enter ^ and  I(neet  to  Woodcexk. 

Rey.  Your  BleilingSir  ? 

W oodc.  Mr.  Reynard  ! 

Rey.  The  very  fame,  Son-in-Law  to  you,  and  Partner  to 
this  Lady,  by  your  own  Choice  and  Approbation. 

Woodc.'  Here’s  a Sohofa  Copper-Smith — But,  Daughter, 
Belinda,  what  means  this  Stuff,  did  not  I give  you  to  the  Coun- 
tryman, and  did  not  the  Prieft  join  your  Hands,  call  in  Do- 
ctor Dromedary  ? 

• Bel.  You  did.  Sir,  Commanded  by  you,  and  prompted  by 
my  own  Inclination,  with  a double  Joy  I receiv’d  him  for 
my  Husband. 

Rey.  To  humour  you.  Sir,  I was  that  Countryman,  and 
to  pleafe  this  Lady  am  now  Mr.  R^nard  agen. 

Woodc.  Why  then  Mr.  Reynard  is  the  Devil  incarnate. 

Lov.  I find,  Mr.  Woodcock  your  Country  Ale  has  clouded 
your  underftanding  a little. 

Woodc.  {Jfide')  Hell  and  Furies,  how  have  I been  abus’d, 
impos’d  on  by  a vain  fluttering  Fellow,  and  Jilted  by  my  own 
Daughter — D’fdeath,  I fhall  be  a Jeff  to  the  whole  Country. 
Mr,  Reynard,  I own  you  have  been  too  hard  for  me,  your 
Wit  has  gain’d  her,  now  let  your  Wit  maintain  her,  my  Eftate 
deferves  a better  Ufage. 

Hill.  Nay  now,  Mr.  Woodcock,  I muff  interpofe. 

Woodc.  You,  I have  a mighty  refpeQ;  indeed  for  you r Sex. 

Hill.  I fancy.  Sir,  you  never  fpent  much  tim.e  in  France — 
i^Aftde')  A true  English  Clown. 

1 Let'.  Bii:t 
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Lov.  Bur,  Mr.  Woodcock,  your  Experience  fliou’d  confider 
thefe  Iraikies,  fheftiU  refpefts  you  as  her  Earlier,  but  neither 
Duty,  Friendfliip,  nor  Intereft  can  prevail,  againft  the  Force 
of  Love. 

Wcodc.  No,  I have  a Senfeof  Money,  and  cannot  bear  to 
fee  it  us’d  like  Dirt ; before  my  Eftate  fhall  be  fpent  in  glaring 
l.lveries,  and  feed  an  Emptv  Bride,  I’le  fit  out  a Regiment  to 
lielp  carry  on  the  War,  and  Nobly  fpend  it  in  my  Country’s 
Service  ; this  moment  I difeard  her;  fince  Blind  Love  chang’d 
her  State,  Blind  Chance  dire£l  her  Courfe — But  who  am  I thus 
Uling  ? My  Daugliter  ? Who  then  muft  Share  my  Weakh  ? 
If  I reieft  my  Cliild,  my  only  Child-Nature,  Nature,  why. 
d’ you  rack  me  thus. 

Bell,  We’ll  fettle  in  the  Country,  Sir,  Difpofe  us  as  you  pleafe, 
pardon  but  this  Offence  and  own  us  yours.  \}¥ecp.\ 

Woodc.  How  eafily  Tears  flow  from  Womens  Eyes  ; after  a 
Voluntary  Difcbedience,  they  Calm  our  EaflTon  with  a feign’d 
Repentance  ; I-Ier  Sorrow  moves  me  tho’  I know  ’tis  falfe, 
Can  I diffolve  this  Marriage  ? No,  Mr.  Reynard,  take  her;  as 
you  life  her,  you  may  hope  my  Favour.  My  Perfonal  Eftate 
fliali  defeend  to  her,  my  Real  Eftate  Lie  Settle  on  your  Eldeit. 
Son,  whom  I expect  to  breed  under  my  own  Eye,  and  accor- 

ding  to  my  own  humour ’tis  very  hard,  if  yoit  deny  me 

that On  thofe  Conditions, .Heav’n  biefs  you  both. 

Rey,  I have  various  reafons,  Sir,  tovalueyour  Efteem,  and 
endeavour  to  oblige  you.  My  Intereft,  my  Love  to  this  Lady, 
and  chiefly  to  perfuade  you  from  a prejudice  againft  Men  of 

.Education To  gain  a Miftrefs,  we’re  allovr’d  deceit,  in  all 

tilings  eife  you  fiiall  fmd  me  a Man  of  Honour. 

Lcj.  Now,  Madam,  we  may  Congratulate  your  Hap- 
piaefs.  ^ _ 

HRl^,  (^Jflde  toBd.)  You,  Ctc  Belinda,  my  Words  are  veri- 
fy’d,’tis  cbferv’d,  Fathers  Love  us  better  than  we  do  them, 
thefe  Eruptions  will  occafion  feme  Conflict,  but  ’tis  foon  over,. 
• exceot  it  be  fome  very  crofs  old  Fellows,,  wlio  when  they’re 

difobiig’d 
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difoblig’d,  won’t  part  with  their  Money,  but  they  Die 

the  fooner,  and  one  has  it  then Mr.  Woodcock,  this  A- 

£dion  has  won  my  Favour  ftrangely  ; I rauPc  extol  your 
Goodnefs;  nay,  I fnall  fpeak  well  of  you  behind  \cur 
Back,  {Jftdej  and  that’s  what  I never  did  of  any  bQ^dy  yet. 

\_Muf>ck  mihoiH'.  ■ 

Rej.  Blefs  t;s,  what  mighty  Proceflion  have  wo  here,  that 
all  the  Mufick  in  the  Placeismufter’dup? 

The  Mujicims  enter  Vlxftng,  Squib  And,  Penelope,  affectedly  hn- 
motiring  Time,  Mrs.  Goodfellow/o//(3jw/?^. 

Rartiiriurd  Montes  nafeetur  ridicutus  Mas. 

Squ.  Gentlemen,  and  Ladies,  ray  Dear,  a.nd  I come  to 
acquaint  you  with  our  Nuptials. 

HiU.  Penclofe,  and  the  Captain  Marry’d ! 

Pen.  Why  really,  Madam,  my  Dear,  and  I found  our  felves 
fb  very  fit  for  one  another.  Nature  woudn’t  let  us  be  any 
longer  afunder. 

Squ.  Sure  no  Pair  were  ever  fo  well  match’d  as  my  Dear 
and  I*  {.Kjffing. 

Pen.  Sure  no  Pair  were  ever  fo  fond  as  my  Dear,  and  I. 

Hill.  (Jfide)  Sure  no  Pair  were  ever  fo  affefted  as  my 
Dear  and  I,  is  there  any  thing  fo  fulfome  as  a new  Mar- 
ry’d Couple,  that  play  the  Fool,  and  kifs  before  Company  ? 

Rey.  (^Jftde)  Ifhall  marr  their  Joy  prefently But  here 

comes  foil  Mr.  Maiden,  raortifi’d  to  the  la  ft  degree:  for  af- 
ter all  his  Mufick,  Painting,  and  other  fine  accomplithments, 
he’s  difeover’d  to  have  no  Eftate. 

All.  No  Eftate,  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Rey.  feme  Gentlemen  it  feems,  pleas'd  witli  his  Vanity, 
buz’d  a plaufible  Story  in  his  Ears,  and  brought  him  down 
hither  to  make  him  ridiculous 

Iz 
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Hill.  Poo»  Mr.  Maiden ! But  ’tis  many  a-  Beau’s  Cafe,  to 
build  a mighty  Appearance  on  a very  flender  Foundation.- 
The  Greateft  Beaus  v'e  have  about  Town,  now  are  Milli- 
ners, Mercers  Lawyers  Clerks,  and  ’tis  fuch  upftart  Fellows 
thatruim.  fo  many  poor  Tradefmen ; for  omongft  ’em  all 
you’ll  fcarce  find  a Periwig  that’s  paid  for. 

Enter  Maiden. 

Maid.  What  a Pox,  muft  I go  to  t\\Q  Change  agen,  and  fell 
Gloves  and  Ribbons? 

Squib.  No  Elfate,  O Lord,  Maiden,  what  will  become  of 
your  Airs  now? 

Bel.  What  Pity  ’tis,  the  fine  Mr.  Maiden,  who  does  ev’ry 
thing  fo  much  like  Quality,  fliou’d  be  forc’d  to  turn  Mecha- 
nick. 

Wood.  Wliat  will  your  Patchwork,  and  your  Fillagrec  fig- 
nify  now,  Friend  without  an  Eftate  to  keep  your  Follies  in 
Countenance? 

HU.  Come,  come,  Mr.  Maiden,  ne’re  be  concern’d,  Riches 
are  only  tofupply  other  Defeats;  your  Graces  may  command 
a Lady  with  an  Eftate  at  any  time. 

Maid.  Nay,  whenever  I marry,  I don’t  doubt  of  a good 
Fortuneyet ; when  I was  at  the  Change  Before,  People  us’d  to 
call  me  handfome  Mr.  Maiden.  I have  a Brother  too,  fo  like 
me,  no  Body  can  diftinguifh  us,  and' we  us’d  to  cheat  Folks, 
and  lay  it  upon  one  another. 

Rey.  But  the  Captain  here  is  more  to  be  pitied,  who  in- 
ftead  of  marrying  into  a great  Family,  and  with  a great  For- 
tune, has  made  an  Alliance  with  Mrs.  Lime-Juice,  that  keeps 
a Punch  Houfc  in  Long  Acre,  and  her  Neice  Jenny  Trapes,  who 
being  known  by  ev’ry  Body  in  Town,  thought  to  paft  at 
Tunbridge  for  a Chaft  Penelope. 

Squib'  Jenny-  Trapes What  that  Carrotpated  Jade  that 

. Lodges  at  the  Corner  of  White  Horfe  Alley. 

Rey,  The 
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Rey.  The  fame  indeed,  only  fhe  has  black’d  her  Hair 
with  a Leaden  Comb. 

Squib.  Tlie  Devil  black  her  all  over. 

Jll.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  Give  you  Joy  Captain. 

Hill.  Nay,  really,  I always  took  her  for  fome  fuch  Crea- 
ture, flie  has  made  no  flaow  fince  flie  came,  but  always  tra- 
pilh  and  dirty,  like  an  Aflrefs  at  a Morning  Rehearfal. 

Maid.  Marry’d  her  1 O Lard,  Captain,  what  will  become 
of  your  Airs  now  ? 

Squib.  Sir- (afide.)  I have  ftudy’d  Intreaguing  to  a fine 

Purpofe,  to  be  trick’d  at  laft,  by  an  old  Brandy-bottle. 

Rey.  Nay,  they  have  cheated  one  another,  for  the  Cap- 
tain, whom  I had  a particular  Reafon  to  enquire  after,  in- 
ftead  of  being  a worthy  ©fficer,  and  a Man  of  Subftance, , 
is  found  to  be  one  of  the  Handicraft  Gentlemen  that  (it 
crofs’d  Legg’d  fix  Stories  high,  fpoil  a World  of  good  Clothi 
by  putting  it  into  an  ill  Shape,  and  fluff  up  long  Bills  with 
Canvas,  Buckram,  and  Stay-tape. . 

All.  A Taylor,  Ha,  ha,  ha, 

Rey.  We  always  fancy’d  he  had  a fhambling  Air,  but  Ye- 
ftcrday  as  he  drew  out  his  Handkercheif,  he  happen’d  to  drop  • 
a Meafure  upon  the  Walks,  and  difeover’d  all. 

M^ood,  What' a Misfortune  ’tis  fo  renown’d  a Warriour. 
fhou’d  dwindle  into  a Loufe.  Cracker. 

Hill.  I’m  forry  Captain,  I cou’d’nt  receive  you  for  a Hus-  - 
band,  a Taylor’s  Wife  you  know  wou’d  found  but  odly  at 
Tunbridge,  but  I’ll  b’e  fure  -to  fend  for  you,  when  I have 
occafion  for  a new  Jump. 

Maid.  A Taylor,  nay,  now  I will  banter  him-^ Cap-- 

tain,  pray  how  many  Yards  o’Cloth'  muft  yoi^  have  to 
make  my  Monkey  a pair  of  Breeches  ? ' 

Squib.  ’Dsblooo,  Sir. 

Maid.  (^Starts.')  Now  the  Duce  take  me  if  I an’t  a- 
fraid  of  him  ftill,  tho’  I know  he’s  but  the  Ninth  part  of  a 
Man. . 


Rey.  V/ell  . 
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p.ey.  Well,  Captain,  you  may  keep  your  Title  for  all  this; 
Taylors,  Shomakers,  and  Barbers  may  ferve  for  Militia  Of- 
ficers, fmee  you  only  fight  Mock-battles,  and  reprefent  what 
a Captain  fliou’d  be. 

Squih.  Look  yon,  Sir,  ’tis  natural  for  us  that  dwell  in  a 
Garret  to  be  a little  high  minded,  therefore  I cam.e  down  to 
Tunbridge,  in  hopes  to  make  my  Fortune,  but  fince  I find  my 
Expeftations  fruflrated,  I candidly  rake  my  leave,  and  Gen- 
tlemen, and  Ladies,  when  you  come  to  Town,  if  you’l  fa- 
vour me  with  a Vilit  at  the  Doublet  in  Barb  akin,  ’twill  be 
gratefully  acknowledg’d  by  your  very' humble  Servant  £a^- 
■kiel  Comumber.  [ Exit, 

All.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Wood.  Come,  good  People,  fome  Neighbours  of  mine  fhall 
divert  you  on  this  Occafion,  tho’  I defign’d  it  an  Entertain- 
ment fuitable  to  a Rural  Marriage. 

Hill.  (To  Goodf.  Pen.)  Ladies,  Virtuous  Ladies,  you’ll 
not  deprive  us  of  your  Company,  Ladies. 

Goodf.  I ne’re  was  out  of  Countenance  ’till  now.  I’ll  Ship 
eff  all  I have,  and  run  to  Ireland. 

Pm.  I’ll  go  hang  my  felf  in  White  Horfe  Alley.  [Exeunt. 

An  Entertainment. 

Lov.  Well,  Madam,  now  you  fee  other  People  coupl’d, 
what  fay  you  to  a Dance? 

Hil.  Marriage,  Mr.  \jyvervorth,  is  too  folemn  a Dance,  I’m 
for  a Frjsk  a Minuet  or  fo,  but  I hate  the  Brawls,  tho’ 
really  ’tis  like  a Feaft,  and  to  fee  People  eat  heartily  wou’d 

make  one  fall  to,  tho’  one  had  no  Stomach (Afde.')  Now 

I find  he’s  defperately  in  Love,  I'll  give  my  felf  an  Air  of 

Generofity but  Mr.  'Loveworth,  fince  we  come  to  talk 

ferioufly  o’the  matter,  I mull  deal  ingenuoufly  with  you,  _ 
the  Report  you  have  ol  my  Fortune  is  utterly  Falfe — My 

Parents 
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Parents  were  mighty  well-bred  People,  and  what  they 
fliou’d  have  laid  up  for  my  Portion,  they'  fpent  in  my  E- 
ducation  ; I have  a great  deal  of  good  Humour,  and  all 
that,  but  no  Money  ; I’le  tell  you  one  thing,  I am  a 
Maid,  but  don’t  Expofe  me  ; therefore  if  you  can  like  a Wo- 
man with  only  the  Cloaths  to  her  Back,  and  a Dozen  good 
Smocks  or  fo,  I muft  own  a very  great  Alfeftion  for  your 
Edate. 


Lov.  Hang  Fortune,  Madam,  Your  Wit  and  Beauty  may 
Command  the  World,  I’de  Marry  you  tho’  you  had’nt  fo- 
much  as  Fig-Leaves. 

Hill.  I'iiat’s  very  kind ; Take  me  then,  and  fince  I bring> 
you  nothing.  Lie  manage  your  Eftate  fo  prudently.  Pie 
lave  you  a Fortune,  and  in  Twenty  Years  time  you  fliall’ 

know  no  difference Now  did  I depend  upon  Rambling 

about,  Chaftity,  and  Clean-t.innen,  and  thought  not  of 
being  that  Sluttifh  thing  a Wife  thefe  Seven  Years,  bur,. 
— ugh,  Thefe  Men,  when  they  get  an  Afcendant  over  us,„ 
they  turn  and  wind  us  juft  as  they  pieafe. 

Rey.  Siller,  I approve  your  Choice,  and  wifli  you  ranch- 
Satisfaclion. 


hov.  Hilk/in,  his  Sifter. 

Rey.  My  owp  Dear  Sifter  ; We  were  both  call  In  the  lame. 
Mould. 


Bel.  Hillartti! 
Hill.  BdinAA ! 


- Rpj.  There  is  an  Eftate  too  belonging  to  our  Family  under 
fome  incurnt'rances,  which  a little  of  Mr.  VRoodcockls  Afli- 
ftance  might  Difcharge,  and  raife  a genteel  Fortune  for  ray 
Sifter. 

VVoodc,  Not  a Soufe,  Mr.  Reynard,  ’ti’d  you  have  fhovvn . 
your  Skill,  produce  me  a Grandfon,  and  you  bind  .me. 
yours. 

F///4  {Afide,  to  Rey.')  You  muft  reft  contented,  Brother,., 
and  refolve  to  Study  his  Temper : Tis  not  for  the  w’eak-. 
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to  oppofe  the  ftrong:  We  naturally  Flatter  and  Difletnble 
for  our  Intereft ; therefore  Coaks  him  all  you  can,  and  when 
you  have  Wheedl’d  him  out  of  one  half  of  his  Eftate,  go  to 
Law  with  him  for  the  refl. 

Rcy.  (To  IVoadcl)  You  need  not  doubt  my' Performance, 
Sir. 

Beauty  it  felf  fufficiently  prevails, 

■ And  Gold  excites  us  oft,  when  Beauty  fails, 

But,  with  a double  force,  our  Skill  we  prove. 

When  two  luch  Charms  unite  to  prompt  our  Love. 


FINIS. 
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